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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

Hen's tba ■eroU, 
Tlie continent and mmmaxy of my ibrtone. 

MereJUnt of Ftniee. 

<< One hundred and twenty-seven thousand pounds ster- 
ling ! — and all in funds that may be handled at ai^r tinie ! 

What may not be done with one hundred and twen- 

ty-seven thousand pounds sterling !" 

I could think of nothing else for several days. When 
I rose in the morning, " One hundred and twenty-setea 
thousand pounds !" was my first exclamation ; when I 
lay down at night, " One hundred and twenty-seven jthioa* 
sand pounds !" was the last murmur that died upon my 
lips ; and, in my dreams, divers huge cornucopias with 
the figures £127,000 upon them, and Ifilled to the montk 
— not with fhiits, but guineas, danced Jbrnpijpef before 
me, with mn agility that would have done them honour 
had they had legs. 

Vol. II. a 
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Reader — ^it is easy to moralize upon the folly of being 
elated at the sudden favours of fortune, — just as easy, as 
it is to despise any thing else — which it is out of our 
power to possess — ; but had Diogenes himself been left 
80 large a sum, he would have kicked through the bot- 
tom of his tub at once, and erected a statue to Plutus. 
Now, I was neither an admirer of a house of staves, nor 
yet over twenty-one years old ; so, I played the fool — as 
you, or any other wise and moderate youth had done 
under similar circumstances. 

My uncle's will was dated a year after I had put my- 
self under his protection, a time when I stood in the 
very noon of favour. After making most noble provi- 
sion for his wife, and bequeathing to my uncle Timothy 
(his sole executor) a diamond ring of great value, which 
he had received from a foreigner of rank in return for 
some eminent service, the whole of his ample property 
was lefl to me — which inheritance was swelled, by the 
d0luth of my aunt, to the amount I have mentioned. On 
the back of the will, in the handwriting of my uncle Je- 
remy, was a note, which appeared to have been written 
soon after I had so ungratefully deserted him. As it will 
interest the reader who is acquainted with the old man's 
character, I copy it verbatim : — 

" Though my nephew has left me so unkindly, when 
" the ungrateful puppy knows that I love him better than 

" I do my life O, Jerry ! how could you treat your 

"poor old uncle so hardly 1 — and then, to shave my poor 
" Rose, when the creature never did you any harm, but 
" loved you, I believe, as much as the old fool, her master 
" does ! I'd rather you'd have burnt my house above my 

" head ! ^That looked a little spiteful, Jerry. However, 

"I might have done just so too, when I was young — 
" and, to say'^the truth, the dog's his uncle over again ; 

" Though for all this, I can find it in my heart to 

" forgive hhn, and make no alteration whatever in my 



/^t^^t^ 



en. XXXIV. LIFE OP JEREMY LEVIS. 13 

<^ will. — Only, Jerry, do be kind to poor Rose when I'm 
" dead ! the brute's a-growing old now, and lazy, and 
<< perhaps a little gouty like her master, and needs a little 
^' care to keep her poor carcass together — she saved^my 
^< life, and shouldn't lose her own as long as a sofl rug by 
'' the iire, and good victuals can keep it. And when she 
'< dies, Jerry — never mind what the parson says — lay her 
^^ along side of me ; — ^there's many a worse Christian 
<< Ues in a church-yard, and I'm sure, at the great day, 
" God will think none the worse of the old man for hav- 
'< ing an honest slut like Rose beside him."' I've left you 
'< twenty guineas to bribe the sexton with. They lie in 
<< the little secret drawer on the lefl hand side of my 
'* writing desk. Don't forget, Jerry. — God bless you ! 
" you were ever a good boy, and I dare say are now, for 
" all you've got a spice of your uncle's deviltry in you — 
'^ and you didn't do so much harm either, for the slut's 
^^ hair begins io grow out again — besides, after all, it was 
^< my cursed temper that drove you from the house. God 
•* bless you, dear boy ! Take care of poor Rose." 



* After the above waa copied, it struck me there existed a stronc resemblaace 
between the passage relatiiig to Rose and one in ** The Prairie.** Accordin^y 
I procured that woriE ; and the biood rushed to my old cheeks whes I found) 
in the fine chapter which closes the second volume, that " the trapper" oses al- 
most the same language as my uncle- I could easily disguise the sentence, or 
leave it out altogether ; but, as there can be no possibility of my having been 
indebted for this passage in my uncle*8 will tu Uie genius of the Ameorican no- 
velist, I shall not alter a word of it— trusting that those of my readers, wbe are 
too proud themselves to sloop to the meanest of thefts, will believe that a strong 
aflfection for their dogs could prompt a similar wish in the breast of two diffisrent 
individuals — a wish so natural to a rough, unbuored, yet honest nature, much as 
my uncle (though an ordinary character) possessed in common with that noblest 
creation of Cboper*s fkncy. 

Addend, On revision, I find the resemUance is not quite so strong as I at 
fint, very naturally, thought it. To save my readers, therefore, the trouble of 
reference, I subjoin the passage fh>m " The Prairie :*'— 

** 1 have been thinking, too. of this dog at my feet. It will not do to 

set forth the opinion that a OhiiBtian can expect to meet his hound again ; still 
there can be little harm in placing what is left of sO fUthflU a servant nigh the 
bones of his master.'* 

" None in the least ; it shall be as you desire.*' 

" l*m glad you think with me in this matter. In order then to save labour, 
lay the pup at my feet, or, for that matter, put him side by side. A hunter need 
never be ashamed to bo found in company with his dog r* • 
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<*-" Thit I will !"— I exclaimed inwardly, as my eye 
fealedon the last words of this singular codicil (if seit 
may be called)— <* and when she dies, if the sexton will 
not bury her, I will dig the sod myself, and lay her beside 
thee, thou single-hearted man !" — and a tear, half-linger- 
ing, fell upon the precious characters. Reader, (I am 
bound to tell thee all my little weaknesses) — ^I could not 
bear to wipe away that tear ; so, I let it dry upon the 
parchment. 

In a private drawer of my aunt's were found two 
folded papers— one tied loosely with a ribbon ; the other 
close-sealed in the form of a letter, and addressed to me, 
with a direction not to be opened tiU after her death. This 

letter was as follows and the reader will perceive by 

it, that even where she spoke from the heart, my aunt 
could not wholly divest herself of affectation ; the thoughts 
bubbled clear in their spring, but they flowed through a 
muddy channel — : 

" Beloved nelphew— 

'< How shall I ever summon words 
<< wherein to clothe my tale ! What language shall I call 
<' to my assistance, to inwrap the reluctant disclosure, to 
*^ which the predicament, within whose meshes you yes- 
<< terday discovered me entangled, compel my struggling 
<< pen !— -but the Herculean terrour of the ^spicions of 
<< criminality, under which, when the green s6d of the 
" valley enshrouds me, I must lie buried in your eyes, 
" crush at once the hydra-headed scruples that hiss me 
into silence- Hear me then, and pity the infirmity of 
my unhappy sex, whose greatest weakness it is to lean 
<< on false, deceiving man — ^that broken reed, which fails 
<<us when we mojst rely upon its maintenance, — ^that glit- 
*' tering ice, to whose false promise of support we trust 
*' our timid steps, and trusting — ^perish ! Yesterday, you 
« came suddenly upon me when I was seated in converse 
*' with the young gentleman whom, when you first arrived 
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at your uncle's house, I introduced to you under the ap- 
pellation of Mr.* Proxy ; you found me fondling him 
*' with an affection little decorous in the wife of your 
<< uncle's bosoiQ. . The suspicions such a situation must 
*< have generated are dreadful ; but yet I have chosen, 
<< while I live, to remain subject to them rather than 
'^ throw up the veil, with which female modesty com- 
" mands fne to conceal a tale like mine. This epistle 
'< will only be extended to you when the clammy finger 
<< of Death hath laid me ' where the wicked cease from 
" troubling.' Then, when blushes can no longer streak 
''my livid cheek, and my closed eyes shall no longer 
« droop— then may you look upon the bare disclosure, 
'' and absolve me from the dreadful crime under whose 
'' load I could not lie easy in my grave. Know then, 
affected nephew, that Mr. Proxy is my own son — the 
child of shame — ^the offspring of «in and sorrow— con- 
<' ceived in those youthful days, when sin to me- lay hid- 
'' den in a borrowed nature, and sorrow was undreaded. 
'' O, my nephew ! even now, while I relate iU a deep and 
'' painful suffusion incarnadines my cheek. But is it not 
'' better, my nephew, that you should know the ^ilakness 
'' of my youth, than continue to detest my memory for a 
''crime I shudder at? I love this child of shame— O, 
" dearly do I love him ! — ^In his society and his caresses 
" (for he is the most affectionate of sons) my happiest — 
" my only happy hours are spent ; — but, should your uncle 
" once discover it, my happiness is gone — ^I must forever 
" bid adieu to my child's society— rand, worst of all my 
" miseries, I Aould be exposed to the unceasing upbraid- 
" ings of my husband for the. shame he had wedded to 
" his bed — ; nay, I believe in his passion the old man 
" would imbrue his aged hands in the blood of your ago- 
'^nized aunt. O, my nephew! in such a situation 
<< I should never have been so rash : but security be- 
<<trayed me; and the foolish confidence, which your 
<' uncle's constant confinement wrapped, like a bandage) 

2* 
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<< round the eyes of my caution, unfolded me to your on. 
" happy scrutiny. And much I apprehend that the ser- 
<< vants long- have had suspicions prejudicial to my charac 
^< ter ; for, in pristine periods, they were wont to titter 
*< when my son paid his visitii ; but my kindness and pre. 
<< sents have taught them to love me, and now they are all I 
« contented to look on without seeing. Their suspicions - 
'* must—oh dreadful !— must ever flourish unstripped of 
" their mendacious character ; but yours, oh nephew, I 
*' I have now denuded, that, when the angel of death 
" flaps his dusky wings and strides upon the blast, I may 
*' resign myself to his unpit3ring talons without a mur- 
"mur." 

*' One thing, nephew, I must now ask of your tender 
<< sympathy ; and well I know, from my inspection of the 
" gentle heart of my Jeremy, that he will not refuse it to 
'* me. In the same drawer with this posthumous epistle, 
'< you will find another paper, tied loosely in a ribbon. 
"In it I . leave all the jewels, and other valuables of 
<< which I am possessed, to you. A few of these, dear 
<< nephew, were given to me by my unfortunate son's 
<< fftther^ and it is but right that my son should have 
"them : and, as he is poor, I wish to bequeath to him all 
"my other little property ; but I cannot do this directly, 
" without either disclosing our consanguinity, or exposing 
" my unreproached character to the remorseless tooth of 
" ravenous detraction. May I then supplicate of your 
" tend^-heartedness, most aflectionate and beloved ne- 
" phew, to sufier the bequest to pass in your name ? Will 
" you, for the sake of your fond and doating aunt, convey 
" his mother^ property to my poor son — sending it ac* 
" cording to ihb direction which you will find at the hot- 
" tom of this epistle, — reserving for yourself the little 
« locket with my hair, as a testimony and memorial of my 
" never*dying afiection for your virtues ? — Do so, dearest 
" nephew— and then, may ihe blessings of Providence be 
" diowered upon yoO| in diis life, in all plentifulness ! 
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" DisciMurge my request — and then, may the hark of yeur 
** fortunes float lightly on an unruffled sea, wafted by the 
"sfMcy gales of Happiness and guided by the faultless 
^ radder of Wisdom ; and, when it has reached its quiet 
" heme, when the hands of the numberiess Hours have 
'^onlaiibn it of all its cargo, and the worms of Age 
^have battened on its timbers, may it be drawn upon the 
l^diy sandfly there to moulder slowly in the blessed sun- 
^ afaine, tiH it sinks into a quiet and unlamented oblivion — 
" is the prayer of your 
««aflectiohate, 
" shame-broken, 
<< and, when this final epistle is consigned 
^ to its destinalion, 

'' your defunct aunt, 
« MARY LEVIS." 

''P. S. I indite this under the mournful expectation 
" that I diall leave this life before your uncle ; for, ^ough 
*' hn infirmities fast press upon him, he is stable and wea- 
" ther beaten, and, even as the rock, only to be agitated 
" from his petrous fundamental part by the uninterrupted 
*< washing of the surges which beat upon his rugged and 
'^ sea-weeidy front : but that nebulous assassin, the sud- 
^ den Apoplexy, stands muffled in obtenebration, and stabs 
" at me widi his remorseless, thirsting dagger, and some 
*< day will come upon your poor aunt, <* like a thief in the 
^ night, and when no man knoweth it," and, brandishing 
^ in mid air his gleaming steel, inhume it deep in her 
^ mammary region, and plunge her headlong into utter 
'^ darkness and the valley of the shadows of dissolu> 
«&m."* 



* If the Beader win now turn back to the Fifteenth chapter of the Second 
Book, and read it once more, he win find himself perfectly satisfied with what, 
1 due lay, at flnt itniek him as rather naughty. 
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Thus had my aunt suffered herself to be suspected of 
one of the foulest crimes, rather than have her maiden 
character reproached for what had been perhaps the er- 
ror of youth, or the crime of another. O, strange sex !— 
or rather, O strange laws that regulate its outward con- 
duct : — ^the adulteress, if not respected, is at least tele, 
rated ; but the poor maiden, who once falls, where the 
way is so slippery, and the feet so unstable, becomes 
forthwith an outcast from society, denied even the chance 
of amendment ! < 

The circumstances attending my aunt's death were as 
follows : — She was on her way to her husband's apart- 
ment, when a servant came running to inform her, that my 
uncle had been suddenly attacked with the gout in Us 
stomach, and that, if she wished to see him before he 
died, she must go to him immediately. The servant, hav- 
ing delivered his message, was leaving her, when my 
aunt, probably aware of an approaching fit, called to bim 
to '' Wait" — extending her hand for him to support her. 
The servant turned, and she fell dead into his arms. And 
this single word rumour magnified to seven :— -^< Tell him 
to wait till I come !" 

I have but to add, in this chapter, that I found some 
difficulty in effecting a reconciUation with my uncle Timo- 
thy. The Doctor at first treated me with the most une- 
quivocal contempt ; but when, burning with indignation, 
I proudly referred him to the merchants, my late employ- 
ers, for an account of the correctness of my conduct 
while in their office, and to friends of so high a character 
as Sir James Maitland and Lady Arne, he extended me 
his hand, and said.: — " Now then, I may rejoice at your 
fortune. He only is fitted to possess wealth, who is wil- 
ling to labour for it, and has morals to use it rightly," 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 



Come irtther, Harry ; lit tboa by my bed, 
And beer, I Udnk the Teiy latest cooniel 
Tbat ever I tball breatbe. 

' Seeond Pt, Bm» IF. 

Aftbs tke opening of the will, one of the first things 
that occurred to me was to visit my father (who, much to 
my own and my uncle's surprise, had not been present 
even at the funeral) ; for I longed to expiate my past ne- 
glect, and make my parents participators in my affluence. 

Reader! if yoU' are yet young, or unaccustomed to 
analyze the motires of human actions, I fear I shall awake 
your scorn against me by the confession I am now about 
to make ; but the resolution I have formed to set before 
you, in their true proportions, the lights and shadows of 
my character, eyen though the picture should thereby pre- 
sent a gloomier scene than ever the pencil of Caravaggio 
did depict^ obliges me to state, that my motives to this step 
were barely more than a desire to show the inhabitants 
of my native village, that I had not only lived to falsify 
their predictions, but could exercise a virtue rarely to 
be met with in those of my age, inasmuch as I forgot 
not, in the day of my prosperity, the band that reared me. 
Sorry am I to say that I stand not alone guilty of this for. 
gery on virtue ;-*a8say the actions of all other men 
in the same crucible, and whose shall be pronounced 
pure gold ? Virtue, with the most of people, is not the 
effect of principle, but the fear of the consequences of 
vice. Take away the reputation of Honesty, and his 
portliness will quickly dwindle down, till nothing be lefl 
the wretch^but his bare skeleton— -and I am much mis. 
taken, if the boiies themselves be slow of following. No 
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man putteth his light under a bushel ; he had rather ^ 
without candles at all than be debarred from seeing then 
shine. The world's laugh as often drives us to good as 
it does to evil ; — Shut but its eyes, that it may not over- 
look us, or close but its ears, that it may not overhear us, 
and what a pretty pack of rascals we should become ! 

In pursuance of my intentions, I set out for my father's. 
I arrived there towards the evening of the next day.— 
On entering the house the first person I met was Meg 
Handy, going up stairs with a bowl of gruel in her hands. 
She knew me at once. 

'< Eh !" she screamed, letting fall the bowl in her sur- 
prise ; " Why, my baby ! is that you? you, your own aeW 
Let old Meg look at you. Why, you're just the nine 
tight little fellar you was, when you used to cot capers 
here five years ago ! only much more handsomer, and 
more like a man, as I may say. And now you're a great 
man, and got your uncle's fortune— and you may thank 
old Meg for that ! — ^you hav'nt forgot your father I see 
O, there's his gruel spilt all over, and good for no- 
thing ! What'U he say ? But I can make him some 
more. And so ■ " 

And so the old helpmate of Lucina would have run on 
for an hour, had I let her; but I managed at last to thrust 
in a word — ^" And where is my father, nurse ?" 

''La, now, I' thought you'd come on purpose to see 
him ! He's sick a bed, child. I was carrying that gruel 
up to him — ^but"— 

" And my mother ?" 

''Your mother?" screamed Mrs. Handy, in the utmost 
surprise. 

" Yes, my mother — where is she ?" 

"Your mother?" Meg repeated, and looked at my 
black clothes, — " And are these only for your uncle ?" I 
comprehended her at once ; and, though my mother had 
never won my esteem, the tenderness of affection she had 
always evincod for me, contrasted as it was with the un» 



^* 
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bending harshness of my father, could not but meet v^'tih 

some return of attachment ; and though that attachment, 

by long disuse, had moulded till scarcely a spot remained 

of its primitive colour, yet the sudden announcement of 

lier death, at the very moment when I thought to be 

folded in her warm embrace,came upon me with a shock 

so violent that for a second my senses were completely 

paralyzed. 

** Great Grod ! my mother gone too !" «I exclaimed^ 
covering my face with my hands. 

Meg gently drew me to a chair. *< Set down," she 
said, affectionately patting my arm, << set down, deary, 
and compose yourself. There — I'n^ swre I wouldn't 
have said any thing about it, if I hadn't have thought you 
knew it all. Mr. Levis wrote a letter to your uncle. I 
^vonder he didn't tell you, child." 
" How long since was thatl" 

'*As much as a month ago. — You see, my baby " 

<< I have been absent for more than that time ; and 
thus — I have missed of hearing— — " 

I was interrupted by a voice from above stairs, calling 
to Meg—" Mrs. Handy ! Mrs. Handy !" 

" Coming, coming !" cried Meg — then whispered to 
me, " Run up to your father, child, and keep him talking 
till I can make some more gruel for him — he's wanting it 
now. — Coming, Mrs. Betty ! — You see, my baby, they've . 
got old Meg to nurse grown folks at last. I don't like it 
as well as my old business ; but times are dull now in our 
village ; — ^you must get married, child, and make them 

brisk again. I'll be there in a minute, Mrs. Betty!" 

and off ran my quondam nurse to the kitchen. 

It was with a throbbing heart that I ascended the stairs 
to my father's bed-room. Betty was standing near the 
half-open door, and, seeing me, screamed, " Mercy on 
me. Master Jerry !" My father heard her ; for instantly 
a faint, tremulous voice, from the apartment, exclaimed — 
<* My son !" At this nam^ which education makes so 
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dear to oar feelings, the dormant fires of affection, 
hitherto suffered by my parent to lie unmoved in the state 
in which nature had first placed them, awoke firom their 
' ashes. I rushed into the room, and, kneeling hy the side 
of the body bowed my face upon his hands. " My father !" 
I cried. He spoke not; but I felt he trembled with 
emotion. 

There was silence for some moments, and then I raised 
my head and said, " Father — after four years of absence 
can you forgive your truant son?'' 

'^Rise, Jeremy," he answered, — *^ we have both mnaed ,* 
and I fear my sin has been the greater; for I jphoold 
have thought upon the levity of youth, and not have held 
you in so tight a rein* And th^ my ui;Miatiiral osth - 
my revengefiil spirit, 90 unworthy of a mere Chriftiiii— * 
and so unpardonable in a nunister of Christ's gospel V' 

" Do not speak of it, my father !" 

<< O, Jeremy ! it would almost, seem as though the jus- 
tice of God has laid me thus in punishment of my crime ; — 
I swore I would never forgive you till I lay upon my death- 
bed, and the hour has come sooner than I expected." 

" Do not say so, dear sir ! I trust you will live yet many 
years, and find, in the piety of my manhood, atonement 
for the ungracious conduct of my youth." 

'< God bless you for that, my boy ! — ^But it may not be : 
Death Hiath set his seal upon my forehead. I've been 
confined to my bed for a week, and daily have been 
growing worse. I heard, at one time, you were studying 
medicine with your uncle Timothy; you must know 
something about it — ^look at me — feel my wrist.—- 
There ! I told you how it is — ^you look alarmed." 

I was indeed alarmed. The tendons of his wrist were 
dreadfully tense ; his whole skin seemed contracted, and 
gave to the touch a peculiar sensation — ^as of heat under a 
C06I surface. His countenance, too, while I was looking 
at him, began to change ; the eyes assumed a vacant 
stare, and his speech grew incoherent, and even delirious. 
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''So--ain I not dying, Jeremy ? Oh, I've such horrid 
PMM all over me !— I can't bear to look at you !.^I 
•W ioon be with your mother. Have you seen what a 
*^«wtifiil epitaph I wrote on her?— Ill show you mine 
^^^•D^w — ^you'll find it in the little churchyard^ 
B^P x«i #u Tux^ lUytL xaif ««— Mary, you women 

^h understand Greek rw >a^' nZpv " and he 

^«ed into insensibility. 

I called aloud to the servant. She had, probably, been 
"ilCQing at the door ; for she instantly answered my sum- 
mons. ** Send Mrs. Handy to me umnediately ! and let 
*ooie one go for the doctor — and, Betty, for God's sake ! 
Wtt to the inn where I left the carriage, and bid the coach- 
>>>& come to me without a minute's delay. Make haste, 
, if you would save your master's life I" 

Ignorant as I watf in the science which I had pretended 
^ to study, I knew enough to convince me that my father 
Pi Wis suffering under a violent fever; and when Dr. Pilule 
^i «Dtered the room, and began tojprate upon the case, I had 
^l 10 hesitadon in attributing much of its violence to his mis. 
I Bttdagenient. However, there was one chance left, and 
m w I adopted. The coachman being come according to 
i^ my orders, I bade him hire horses, and proceed with the 
^•''iage directly to London — making only such stops 
2<>tt the road as should be absolutely necessary — and 
wing my uncle Timothy back with him, with all the speed 
l»e ceuld command. 
*j ^7^^ ^ght I sat up, and watched my father. He slept 
^ / ™ looming ; and then, appeared so collected that I began 
^ to conceive hopes of his recovery, and Dr. Pilule confi. 

"i dT^^^^^^^^^^ ^"" ^^^ ^^ danger. But the patient 

area himself worse- a circumstance verv rare In 

•«cn casres. ^ 

b€fore^.**a'd^^''' ^® ^^^' " ^' ^^ ^^^ so--and the day 

you do now ^^^ ^"*®' doctor, you asserted the same as 

^'H return-l^ '^his evening, I am confident the paroxysm 

Vol. II ^^^ Crod knows but it may take me off— for 
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I am sensible I am much worse to-day. You perceire, I 
can scarcely speak — my tongue feels thicker — and il 
pains me when I swallow. — Jeremy, while I am yet aUe 
to <u>nverse, I will give you my last directions. In the 
little case, which stands above that chest of drawers, you 
will find a slip of paper— endorsed, " My own epitaph"—* 
and a sermon fo r I will sit up ; I can talk then r 

more easily. 

I raised him, and supported his back with pillows. After 
some minutes he proceeded : — " It was a custom among . 

the ancients, son Jeremy, " ; but he spoke with as.^? 

much difficulty that I interrupted him. ^ 

<< Dear sir," I said, " you aggravate your disease by ^- 
talking. In such cases as yours, it is particularly directed ~ 
that the sufferer be not indulged in unnecessary conveN . 
sation. Had I but known of your illness, I should not 
have done you the injury I did yesterday." , . 

" I tell you, son Jeremy, the fever will have its wajl 
What little I have to say to you — I must say quickly,-**.^ 
while I have yet strength — remaining. — The Romany 

son Jeremy, But tell me, do you respect the ancients! 

have you — ^that deep reverence for — for every thing that 
bears their name — that a son of mine should have ? 

" My studies, sir, have been chiefly of their works; 
but, " 

" Let them be wholly so, my son — let them be wholly 
so. — They are — 

" But, dear father, do not thus 

" I will, I tell you ! — ^You are a fool, Jeremy, — ^I haver 
but a short time to speak in — and — and — ^you will not let 
me use it !" 

Opposition I saw was only attended with danger. I ^ 
was, therefore, obliged to indulge him ; though, at almost « 
every word he uttered, he appeared to suffer an agony ' 
it racked me to behold. It was some consolation, how* 
ever, to feel assured that my father had much at beeit 
the matter on which he sought to converse, and tbali ^ 

r 
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tiierefore, it would distress him less to deliver it than 
hboar in mind with its burden ; for^ as the reader may 
lemembery he was a man that never talked for mere talk's 
nke. 

He proceeded.* ''The ancients, I say — had a cus- 
torn— -<^ delivering, at the funerals of their illustrious 
dead, — an encomiastic oration. The orator was usually 
the son of the deceased, or some near relative— or a 
jGriend. Now, as I am not illustrious, my son — ^I would 
—I would not have an eulogium — ^pronounced — over my 
body ; but yet — as the custom is — ^like all the ancient 
Gustoms-^a most excellent one, and well de — and well 
deserving of imitation, — I would have it followed in my 
case-— as far as regards the mere pronouncing— of — of a 

discourse Oh, horrible !'My eyes, my eyes ! 1 

would have it followed in my case, as far — as far as the 
pronouncing of a discourse over my body. We have 
among us a similar observance — ^in our funeral sermons : 
but, Jeremy, these too— always touch, more or less, upon 
the virtues, and other eminent qualities of the deceased." 
—He paused to take breath. — '' To avoid this I wrote, 
some years ago, an appropriate discourse — to be delivered 
over me— after the fashion of the ancients — ^before the 
assemblage of my parishioners. — ^You, my son, are too 
young for the — the important office of orator — on this 
occasion; so, it is my dying wish — that your uncle 
Timothy should discharge the duty. Timothy is a beau- 

tiful reader — and his voice — But if, Jeremy — ^my 

parishioners — though their lamentable ignorance of an- 
cient manners — seem to think it right that a clergyman 

should deliver it • — ^you must submit. And I shall 

be satisfied even in that way ; for we read — that even the 
pOQtifez maximus — did sometimes deliver the discoui^se — 



* TiM reader will bear in mind, through the remainder of this scene, that my 
fttfM^ language, though generally connected (-except when he wag in actual de- 
Warn), appealed to be deU?erea without a conaeioueness of the true tenor of 
what be was aaying. 
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•ayou will find in my copy of Seneca, in the *^ ConsQ)ilii|^ 
td Mareiam,"— -where we are Udd — ^where we are tiAd«|v% 
that the emperor Tiberius deUvered the laudaiio wi\k\^ 
own son: — <<ipse pro rostris laudavit filium" — ^I thnk 
that's it, — the body being covered, << inteijecto tantsm^ 
mode velamento" — that he might not contract poUutioa- 
by seeing it, — ^wbich superstition, however, is not the 
same with us — : or the clergyman may be considered in 
the light of a friend " 

Here my father paused for a considerable time. 

^<You will not consider," he resumed, — << that I am 
guilty of profanity in giving the preference— to a brother 
-^-over a Christian minister. I consider there is a natu- 
ral propriety — ^in a relation's — ^— ; but I need not ex- 
plain myself— 4o those who know me. ■ My 

funeral sermon — ^you will find in the same litde caae^ 
endorsed, << For myself." — On my monument Jeremy,— 
you will see that nothing appears but this epitaph. Heit 
— ^read it to me, — ^You have doubtless seen the distid 
before — ." 



c< 



Ou^^v ifuoi X* ^f'»v» leoLi^STS roOf fitsr' i^. 



ICH. LEVIS. 

CIDIOCCLXXXIX." 



When I had finished reading this curious inscription 
for a modern tombstone, I turned my eyes to my parent, 
and saw that his countenance wore something like an ex- 
pression of pleasure. 

He continued : — " One thing more, Jeremy. As you 
would have my blessing, you will have a fair. copy taken 
—of all my writings, — and then bury the originals with me, 
— as Numa ordered it should be done with his. — ^I have 
no will to make— all my property devolving, by law as 
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18 right, — to yo a Only — remember one thing-* 
dispose of my ho<^0 — bum them first ! I have 
lUt to give you some litde advice— my son — ^relative 
iir conduct — as — as a man — and a Christian ; and 
I shall be done with all earthly concern, — and be 
' for the last offices of our blessed religion,- 
I is already made with God. — Jeremy, my 
[las boen pleased to bestow upon you — affluence,— 
lat you use it properly ! — ^But my books, Jeremy,— 
you sell them — if you would wi^ that the earth— 

d lie light upon me ^And, by the by, Jeremy, — 

lU hear, boy T—^Ill tell you something for your own 

itone, about the earth's being light. Put upon it-~ 

true Roman— S. T. T. L. Sit tibi terra I>em#— 

a, ha ! Oh, your clothes — ^your clothes ! take 

away ! — take them away, I tell you ! Sit tibi terra 
I — that's an excellent pun — ^I never knew I could 

one before r ov Xijx^v' sujov— don't bum my books, 

Qy I ^I won't bless you if ^if you— do— do— 

Levis " His voice was no longer distinct ; but 

eemed to mutter something. I laid him on his 
His eyes stared with a savage expression, and 
thing seemed to give them pain ; for he frequently 
3d his hands before them, as though to shut out the 
:t. He then began to pick the bed-clothes — a con- 
Lve tremour agitated his features — ^he became in- 
lible. 

1 this awful situation — a father stretched in a dying 
e before me, and none to help him (for the village 
^r was worse than useless) — ^I had need of all my 
iHth of mind to support me. 
^ about three hours the sufierer awoke from his stu. 

but his mind was utterly gone.* He fixed his eyes 
^me object on the wall ; but there was no expression 
'tn. Suddenly he writhed in agony, apparently the 
^^cruciating, and opened his mouth and gasped for 
^, while a hollow murmuring sound issued from the 

3* 



\ 



28 8IXTT TEARS OF THE BK. It. 

throst ; Umd, by an effi>rt of Inonientary strenglhy he rs- 
leaied himielf from my arms, threw off the ci<ythefl^ tt- 
tempted to spring from the hed, and fell hackupon his | 
pillow a corse. 



CHAPTER XXXVI. 



He is dead and gone, ladyi' 
He if dead and gone ; 

At hii head a graas-green torf, 
At his beeli a stone. 



The funeral of my father was most numerously attended, 
as well by the gentlemen of the neighbouring villas, as 
by the villagers, and I then learned for the first time tbe 
real importance of wealth ; for, with the exception of a 
few of the older people, every one treated me with vast 
respect. Some of my former enemies were even fawn- 
ing ; and none more so than Mrs. Maline, who^ urged by 
the curiosity which is so powerful on such occasions in 
every body, aad especially in women, was present, with 
some other gossips, to see the dead carried from the house. 

She came up to me as I was passing through the hall, 
and begged that we might he reconciled. I bowed coldly, 
remarking, " I should say, madam, this is a very unsea- 
sonable time for such explanations." .^< O ! but I assure 

you," she rejoined, '' I've entirely forgotten the cradle 
business. Indeed, Mr« Levis, husband and I often laugh 

at it — ^it was such a pretty present!" "Certainly, 

nm'tfi," said I, " so very appropriate." This was a cruel 

cut ; but she richly deserved it. It is singular that 

people will not know when their merits are duly rewarded ; 
*— Mrs. Maline left me in a fiiry, and was so ungrateful 
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88 to spread, tbrough the whole rilkgei the Tileit repocti 
to my disadvantage ! 

There are two eras in our lives, dear Reader, when we. 
are always certain of a good character ;-«4o wit— when 
we marry, and when we die* After seeing the earth 
close above the body of my only parent, I had separated 
myself from the many that would have obtruded their 
odious consolations upon me, and was returning wrapped 
in the melancholy reflections which could not but be sug* 
gested by the extraordinary succession of the deaths of 
a mother, a friend, an uncle, that uncle's wife, and a fiu 
ther, all within six weeks, when I found mjrself behind a 
party of four men, who were slowly walking— their hands 
behind them, and heads bent upon their chests — and, as 
they walked, conversing upon ^e character of their late 
pastor. 

<< True !" said the man on the right, assenting to some 
observation, — " he was a most worthy character.*' 

<< O, an excellent man V* responded the next. 

<< And so charitable !" rejoined the next. 

*< And so good tempered !" added the man to the left. 

<< And then so true a Christian !" said the first speaker, 
raising his head. 

^< And above all so forgiving !" exclaimed the second, 
drawing his right hand from behind him. ^* He pardoned 
that wicked son of his the moment he saw him." 

<< O !" cried the third— drawing his left hand from be« 
hind him—*' The chambermaid told our Sarah, and she 
told my wife, and my wife told me, that Mr. Jeremy was 
too great a gentleman to ask his father's forgiveness, and 
80 he made the old man get on his knees and beg for his ! 
— ^He's the greatest little rascal I ever heard of." 

<< Why sir, that's nothing to wha^ I can tell you \" 
screamed the fourth— drawing both hands from behind 
him, and striking the back of one upon the palm of the 
other, and turning short upon the last speaker — ** Mrs. 
Maline, her own self, sir, told me that Ae wretch was 
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drunk thif very afternoon, while his father lay in the coffin 
before him — and that, when she reproved him for his 
conduct, he laughed in her face, told her it was very ap- 

propriaUy and insulted her in the grossest manner ! 

Think of that, sir !" added the gentleman with an air of 
triumph. 

My delicacy would not suffer me to listen any longer 
in so covert a manner ; so I coughed. The party turned, 
and joined me with the utmost composure. 

" Ah !" sighed the first man, << you have met with a 
great affliction, Mr. Levis !" 

''A very great affliction, Mr. Levis!" mournfully 
echoed the second. 

** Alas ! it is so to all of us !■' tenderly bleated the third, 
<< But you must console yourself, my young firiend." 

<< And continue," soothingly added the fourth, << to iim- 
tate your father's virtues, my dear young friend." 

"Gentlemen," said I, bowing very low, "lam too 
drunk at present to talk widi you." — ^And I led them. 

Certainly, we are a very amiable world. 
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CHAPTER XXXVn. 



To spend the daye with merry cheare, 

To drinke and rerell every night, 
To card and dice from eve to.mome, 

It was, I ween, liis heart** deiiglit. 

M$ir0fLimu. 



Need I tell you, Reader, the usual moderation a young 
man displays under sudden good-fortune ? Need I tell 
you bow little regard be pays to the kind warnings of 
even the truest and the wisest of lus friends ? Need I say 
to you, that the tempted of Pleasure may get by heart all 
the thousand stories that are written of the dangers of 
riotous indulgence, and yet be not one whit the better for 
them, except his passions be fenced around with a double 
hedge of prudence, or he be guaifled against the inroads 
of the enemy by the very bleakness of the land she i» 
expected to ravage — ? Surely not! For, look around 
you — ^here, and here, — and here, a nd here, and yoit 
will find youth every where the same — each pursuing 
some phantom of pleasure, which still mocks hLoi as4ie 
flies, yet still looks back and nods for him to follow. Nor 
does genius, nor education, save him from the witchery 
of the game ; for the phantom is ever in sight, and suffers 
not Despair to cool his ardour and give time for Reflection 
to advance. 

Since thus it is, and thus it ever has been — since the 
wisest and the best grow dizzy, when Fortune turns her 
wheel and mounts their spoke the topmost — ^you will not 
be surprised that one, of my education and temperament, 
should become absolutely light-headed at his sudden ele- 
vation. By nature gay and fond of pleasure, accustomed 
from my earliest day to look upcm my own wanton wishes 
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aa^ the sole directors of my conduct, scarcely was the 
birth-day over which put me in possession of my fortune 
(little more than a month since the death of him who had 
bequeathed it !) before I began to indulge in the most absurd 
extravagancies. I hired a suite of apartments in the 
most fashionable hotel, and furnished them in the most 
costly manner, — set up a dashing chariot with a pair of large 
milk-white horses, besides one or two other vehicles, be. 
fore which I drove, by way of variety, two or four coal- 
black ponies, — kept my French valet, four other servants, 
and-^^ — another moveable, — formed acquaintance with 
the most dissipated young men about town, whom with 
praiseworthy ambition I sought to surpass in wickedness, — 
and seldom sat down at' my table without being surrounded 
by a dozen roaring friends, who, in their honest gratitude 
for my good dinners and delicious wines, were sure to 
put me in good-humour with my own excellencies. In a 
word — not contented with one form of pleasure, I chased 
them all in turn : in the morning I played the coxcomb, 
in the evening the bacchanalian, and in the night'— every 
other part that was bad. My uncle tried his best to re- 
claim me ; but I had the insolence to tell him that I was 
my own master, and that I considered his interference 
grossly impertinent. The doctor did indeed refrain from 
knocking me down ; but from that day forth we ceased to 
exchange words together. 

— * But what has become of Miss Ame all this 
time? — - 



I have not forgotten her, beloved Reader. As soon 
after my uncle's death as decency permitted, I called at 
Lady Ame's with the purpose of offering my hand where 
I had already given my heart. I found, however, only 
her ladyship at home. She received me with great joy, 
inquired into the events which had kept me so long from 
her house, and, after touching delicately upon the Iob^ 
of my uncle, congratulated me upon my accession to a 
fortune which, her ladyship was pleased to say, she was 
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sure I would use so properly. I then said, ^' I hope Miss 
Paynthumley and Miss Ame are well?'' 

'< Thank you, they are quite well, Mr. LeviSy" replied 
her ladyship. " Miss Paynthumley has lately affected 
a reconciliation with her father. Yesterday, she left 
town to visit him, and though the winter season has now 
commenced, insisted upon taking Miss Ame with her.'' 

This was a sad disappointment. 

'< Have you heard the news," continued her ladyship, 
** relative to my sister's husband?" 

I replied in the negative. 

^* As you are acquainted with the nature of Miss Payn- 
thumley's connection with that man, it is right you should 
be informed of the manner in which that connection has 
suddenly been dissolved for ever — ^though it, certainly, is 
not a little unpleasant to my feelings to be obliged to enter 
into such particulars, when, in the eyes of the world, the 
disgrace attached to an individual is always in some 
degree reflected upon the family with which he may be 
in any manner united. It appears that this man, at the 
time when he persuaded Miss Paynthumley to By with 
him, had in his possession a large sum of money,^ which 
a society of Methodists had intrusted to his care for some 
missionary fund. Having added my sister's jewels to this 
stock, he endeavoured to procure a passage to the United 
States of America, but, there being no vessel for that 
country about to sail at the time, embarked in one bound 
for Cadiz. During the passage he disappeared — ^no one 
knows how ; but it is supposed that he drowned himself; 
which conjecture is confirmed by the assertions of the cap- 
tain, the whole crew, and the greater number of the pas« 
sengers — they stating, that he had ofien shown signs of 
mental derangement, and had declared he meant to throw 
himself overboard, the first convenient opportunity, with 
all his money and other valuables, which he constantly 
carried about him sewed in the lining of his vest. And, 
on searching his berth, the clothes which he usually wore 
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were not to be found, but only a portmantean containiog 
a few worthless articles of apparel. — ^This is certainly a 
curious story, Mr. Levis. But, whatever was the man. 
ner in which the event happened, there can be no doobt 
that the wretched man has perished, and dierebj released 
my sister from an odious connection which she would 
have considered binding on her for life.'' 

The rest of this conversation I omit as of no importance 
to the reader, merely adding that I gathered from her 
ladyship, that, since the news of Mr. Snubbs's death, Sir 
James Maitland had renewed his visits. 

In the midst of my dissipation I ceased not to remem- 
ber Mary. Again I called to see her. She had not je^ 
returned to town ; and Lady Ame treated me vrith a cold- 
ness for which the reader will be at no loss to account. 

The winter passed. My habits of dissipation had made 
the most fearful progress on my morals, and were striding 
over the broken walls to capture their last defence, the 
citadel heart. As they advanced, so did my affection for 
Mary recede. Seldom now did my thoughts revert to 
her, except when, after a night of debauchery, the exhaus. 
tioH of my spirits would produce a momentary disgust 
at the life I was leading, and busy Fancy would trace for 
me a scene of quiet happiness, and, as she saw my jaded 
senses gently subsiding before its influence into a soft, 
still, subdued delight* — ^like that which sheds itself so 
soothingly upon our feelings, when we study, alone, the 
never-tiring landscapes of the inimitable Claude — ^would 



* I have taken more time for these few wordf than I uaaally take for pages, yet 
h$ye never been ao diMatiified with my own language. I have failed com- 

getely, to express myself as I wished. Were I a poet, I might have succeeded 
itter. I have therefore been driven to a comparison—which, so far from clear- 
ing the matter, itself requires a note ! They who have had an opportunity of 
*tiirfy««^and studying alone (for it is only when we are alone that we can 
truly e^joy them)— the painUngs of Claude, will remember their feelings, 
when their eyes rested on the mellow landscape— with its winding, qSet 
stteams— the little shady tufts whose fragrancy we ahnost fancy we inhale^ 
the uyes, whose aojurate, yet light and tender foliage all but murmurs music' 
{ adv Tl TO 4'WUpl(fjXa jXffXiV^SrOl) — ^Uie liquid sky, in whose soft tints 
the hand of a painter is forgotten— and the shadowy distance, which seems to 
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whisper me, << Such might you taste with Mary," and bid 
me contrast the picture with my present mode of li^, 
where every fit of enjoyment was purchased by succeed- 
ing regret ; and then — even then — a cup or two of coffee 
would restore me to spirits and wickedness. 
. But, though seldom, there toere times, when my thoughts 
would revert to Miss Ame with a fixedness so undeviating, 
that I would confine myself to the house for the whole 
day, refusing to see any of my associates, and, brooding 
in gloomy silence over my follies, contrast with their false 
glitter the mild virtues of her whose favour I was so 
surely forfeiting, till my affection seemed to return with 
even an accession of vigour. 

It was on one of these occasions that I called for the 
third tune to see Mary. Not one of the family was at 
home ; and the servant's manner intimated that he had 
received orders to refuseme admittance whenever I should 
call. — I was turning from the door, with the hell of in- 
sulted pride burning in my veinsy when I met Sir James 
Maitland approaching. Though at the moment Jitlle dis- 
posed to speak to any one, I bowed with a familiarity 
certainly warranted by the friendship .with whicl^ the 
baronet had always treated me when I visited him* My 
salutation was returned in a way that told me, more plainly 
than words could do, it would be very agreeable to Sir 



melt away as a dream. The effect upon the feelings is that of fine mu8ic,or amnmer 
moonlight. It is now thirty yeare, my Reader, since I saw any of the works of that 
master. Then — I often sU(hed as I looked upon them, and my soul seemed to 
ascend with the smoke of the half- hidden cottage to rert in the holy repose of 
the beautiful heaven ; and now — if I sit at mp window in a summer's midnighL 
when the moon is up, and not a sound is stirring to break that stillness wliich I 
love to call Atf/jr, and my fancy, assuming some of its youtbf uhromanoe, coiuores 
lip a scene of beautiful quiet— such as methinlu I should like to die in,---that 

ccene is Claude*s. 

*-; Those whose dull, clayey souls can find nothing to admire in painting, or 
music, Of moonlight— and many such win read these memoirs— will not under- 
stand me. To such I do not address myself; let them skim over these pages, 
extracting all they value— the incidents,— and fisnet them ; I speak to such as 
can enter into all my feelings— to my own. dear fieader— him, who will laugh 
with me, when I laugh,— weep with me, wnen I weep,— rejoice with mo, wh(sn I 
am succeasful,— and— -^ity me, when I ML 
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James if, for the future, I should entirely forget his ic< 
quaiutance. 

— - God ! am I already so notorious ?— was my inward 
exclamation as, regardless of appearances, I stopped io 
the open street, and hid my face with my handa in as 
agony of feeling which remorse had never been able to 
make me^ suffer; and, as I drew away my hands, and 
clenched them passionately, I perceived they were marked 
with blood. In the keenness of my anguish I had bitten 
my nether lip through the skin. 

And what consequence attended all this shame ? The 
reader is but little acquainted with the human heart, or 
has studied my character to no purpose, if he supposes it 
inspired me for a moment with even a wish to retrieve 
my bartered reputation. Conceiving the punishment as 
more than proportioned to the offence, I naturally placed 
myself in the light of an injured person, and my blood 
boiled at what I pretended to think the insolence of Sir 
James. I say, pretended to think — because, as is usual in 
all such cases, finding the matter, when presented in a 
right view, not over agreeable, I endeavoured to deceive 
myself as to its real character by turning it round, and thus 
giving it a more satisfactory appearance. Just so a 
coward, when bullied by anoUier, works himself into a 
rage by swearing ; 'just so a pedling preacher, or a 
mountebank, begins by cheating others, and ends by 
cheating himself; just so a poodle's pup, when dared to 
duel by a cat, not finding his courage ready mounted 
for the occasion, endeavours to supply its deficiency by 
treating himself and his enemy to sundry imitations of its 
caprioles — springing forwards and backwards, and shaking 
his little tail and ears ; and just so a reviewer, when hired 
to write a book into notice, calls to his necessity column 
after column of windy words, till, filled to the throat with 
the syllabic vapour, he puffs and puffs away, and rises 
from his table an honest man,— having actually blown 
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iimself into a-convictioD of the truth of what he sat down 
;o pen as ■ an innocent fiction. 

"A cold-blooded, haughty aristocrat!" I muttered 
iialf aloud ! He must think his friendship a great honour, 
forsooth !^-and he but a petty baronet ! Thank God, I 
can supply his place with men of a higher rank than his, 

whenever I please !" ^What success 1 had in filling 

he vacancy shall be made known in the next chapter. 



CHAPTER XXXVm. 

Uae&moKBfmidouiGereiiMmytotlieiioblelordB*, bemoreexpresdTetothem ; 
for Uiey wear tbemMtvoa to Um cap <rf tiie Ane, ib/tm do raoaler tnie gait, eat, 
speak, and move under tbe inflnenee <rf tbe moet received star ; and Uioagli the 
devil Jead tbe measure, sncb are to be followed. 

MP* WtU tUl Ends WM. 

LrviNO in one of the most fashionable hotels of the 
metropolis, I found it easy, with my reputation for wealth, 
and prodigality in using it, to form acquaintance with 
several young noblemen, whose excessive profligacy dis- 
tinguished them from the crowd still more than did their 
station. This acquaintance I forthwith extended into an 
intimacy, chiefly from a wish to spite the baronet ; 



One moment, Jeremy. How could you suppose 

that a man of Sir James's character could attach <o muck 
importance to a trifling difference in rank ? 

Sweet Reader, that question is unanswerable. But let 
me explain myself in my own way. — ^You haye doubtless 
seen, at some of our print shops, a picture of the school- 
boy passing through 'the lone churchyard — at night,' 
< Whistling aloud to bear his courage up.' Imagine the 
thoughts of such a child in such a situation to be expressed 
in words, and what would you hear? — Who's itfrmdl 
Now, just so it is through life. Whenever any circum- 
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Stance occurs which tends to sink us in our own estimi- 
tion, it is not sufficient that the world be ignorant of it; 
we must also deceive ourselves. We therefore seek to 
palliate the matter, and if there be no cloak at hand to 
hide its unsightliness, we turn it about (as I have already 
said) and present it in a view that may be more agreea- 
ble. I had only to call to mind, that the baronet had 
shown me attention when there was scarcely another 
being in the world to notice me, and that this attention 
had known no increase from my prosperity, to be satisfied 
of the true cause of his present estrangement ( — ^and, 
indeed, you will remember my first exclamation when 
the baronet passed me so coldly — ) ; but it was so com- 
fortable to shifl the blame from my own shoulders to those 
of Sir James, that I never stopped to look whether the 

burthen was where it should be. And now, b^ved 

Reader, presuming that, with the aid of the descending 
series qf comparisons at the close of Che last chapter, I 
have proved to your satisfaction how natural was my 
childish resentment, I will proceed to the more legitimate 
subje<A of the present page. 

This acquaintance, then, I forthwith extended into an 
intimacy, chiefly from a wish to spite the baronet ; for I 
did not reflect that my companions were not only despised 
by the few whose opinions were worth minding, but that 
even in the estimation of the multitude, whatsoever out- 
ward deference they might command, their rank but 
served to make them more contemptible. A continued 
round of entertainments, a purse always open to supply 
their wants whenever they would condescend to honour 
me by borrowing from my resources, and an entire sub- 
servience to all their schemes of amusement (in which 
the frolic was always sure to fall to their share and the 
cost to mine), rendered me a great favourite with my noble 
associates ; and, as they loaded me with caresses — ^^when 
they staggered from my table, — and extolled my gene- 
rosity and spirit— *when their ow(i pockets being drained 
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at the billiard table, I persuaded them to make use of 
mine— or when, in our settlements with the police magii. 
trates, I suffered them to keep out of sight, and stood 
forth the sole representative of our party — , I was jfbol 
enough to believe I possessed their friendship— a friend- 
ship which, even had it been offered to me, it would have 
shown but common sense to reject. 

But there were two, especially, that pretended a great 
affection for Mr. Levis :— one, a young baron that was 
just come into possession of his title — and the other, the 
eldest son of an earl. 

One evening I had these gentlemen to dine with me, 

without other company. They rose from the table 

very early, pleading an engagement ; and '' Bless me,'^ 

cried the earl's son, " I've forgotten my purse ! Jerry, my 

dear fellow, I must again become your debtor." 

" How much does your lordship wish 1" 

** I don't mean to be dissipated to night — ^I suppose a 
hundred pounds will answer." 

I handed him the sum. 

** Levis — I wish you were poor," said' his lordship, 
inclining his head to his lefl shoulder, and looking me in 
the face with a most peculiarly affectionate expression. 

'' A kind wish, indeed," said I, laughing. " And why 
so, my lord ?" 

<< Because I might then persuade you to accept of some 
office, which my father's influence can procure for you : 
but, damn it ! you're so rich, that all one can do in return 
for your many favours is to remain your eternally obliged 
debtor." And So saying, his lordship wrung my hand, 
and putting his arm through his friend's, left me ; while, 
as they turned to depart, the two whispered, in tones 
which the warmth of their admiration rendered incau- 
tiously loud, " Dear — generous fellow ! — ^Noble soul !— 
Should have been bom a prince!" 

— Well ! there is some satisfaction in spending 
money for such friends ! — thought I, as I looked at my 

4* 
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ill. 



watch. It was not yet ten. So I took my hat, with theL^ 
purpose of walking off the effects of the wine I hfdL^ 
drunk. ^ 

The night was dark, damp, and heavy, and the lamps 
burned with a sickly glimmering ; so that, as I walked 
at my usual rapid gait, I found myself, before I was aware 
of it, within a few steps of two gentlemen whom I recog- 
nised at once as the pair that had just left me. At the 
same moment, I heard one of them mention my name in 
conjunction with epithets not over flattering, while the 
other, by a loud laugh, seemed to applaud the humour of 
the caricature. — ^I at first hesitated whether I should 
avail myself of my situation ; but the temptation wa^s 
strong ; and so 



And so your weakness submitted, and you dis.- 



honoured yourself! — O fie ! 

Dear — honest Reader 1 cannot helpat. You must 

be content to curl your lip in silence at my meanness. 
For excuses — I know none, except that we ore not on a 
footing. Place yourself in the situation that I was in, 
and make me, as you are now, coolly deliberating on the 
conduct of another under a trial to which I am not for the 
moment subject, and you shall hear how prettily I can cry 
in turn Ofie! The best apology I can offer is the fol- 
lowing (from that wittiest, but most licentious of come, 
dies, ** The Provoked Wife,") in which, if you please, 
you shaU act the port of Lady Fanciful, while I will play 
Mademoiselle : — 

^^LadyF. Curiosity's a wicked devil. 

<< Modem, C'est une charmante sainte. 

" Lady F. It ruined our first parents. 

" Modem. EUe a bien diverti leurs enfons." 

You laugh. My point is gained ; — I have restored you 
to good-humour, and now you will listen to me in pa- 
tience. 

The night, as I have said, was dark. Therefore I 
knew, that, unless my noble friends were to turn suddenly 
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rounds I should escape detection. Walking then gently 
\>ekiud them, I overheard the following amiable dialogue 
on my character : — 

' << Psha !" daid the earl's lloti, ^<he got every farthing of 
^ his money from an old rook of an uncle that died about 
4en months since ; he's nothing but a low fellow.". 

<< O no, you are mistakened Hiere," cried the young 
lord ; " his family, I have heard, is very respectable." 

'< But what of that ! he was as poor as a rat till this uncle 
of his died ; and now he pretends to put himself upon 
a par with us ! It's a deal of impudence." 

" And so it is." 

<< But well work him," continued my etertwUy Miged 
ilehtor^ — " use him, as we would any other dirty thing 
when convenient for our necessities — ^ha, ha, ha !" 

" And so we will, — ^ha, ha, ha »',' — ^And the noble lords 
crossed the street, apparently with the purpose of spends 
jug my hundred pounds at an oppojsite gaming-house « 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 

Ang. N»7, women are frail too. 
lM9h, Ay, as tbe glaasea where tbey view tbemaelves ; 
Which are as easy broke as they make forms. 
Women !~HeIp heaven ! mm their creation mar 
In profiting by them. 

Measure f<nr Meesnrt. 

Ferimur per opaca toconun. 

Vno.— mSx. 

My first thought was to kick them both into the kennel ; 
my second, that, besides their being two to one, it was as 
well to let them go to the devil their own way* So I 
turned short about ; and brought my nose into contact 
with a gentleman's hat, which was coming up the street, 
very unobtrusively, on its owner's head. I was in a pro- 
per mood to pick a quarrel with any one. 

" Sir !" said I, drawing myself up, " I would thank 
you to teach your hat better manners." 

Instead of knocking me down, the individual to whom 
this impudent defiance was addressed, burst into a fit of 
laughter. 

" The devil !" he cried, — " Why, what has put you in so 
ill an humour, Mr. Levis ? It is not my fault, sir, that 
your nose should be caught napping,^* 

Astonished at this familiarity in a mere stranger, I ex- 
amined the speaker more attentively By the light of the 
lamp under which he stood, and knew in him the Hon. 
Robert Bonmot, as in the gentleman who was with him 
Lord George Findue ; though I had no other acquaintance 
with either of the party, than in as far as I had occasion- 
ally met them both, in the different coffee-rooms and 
gaming-houses which I frequented, and where I had 
heard their names mentioned, as they had probably mine. 
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"* There was an expresssion so truly whimsical in the 
countenance of the first-named individual, and a con« 
trast so ludicrous between his own good nature and my 
irritability, that on me, who have ever been more ready 
to smile thaa to frown, the effect was ini^antaneous ; — ^my 
Anger took to his heels, and Laughter, springing^upon 
roe, thumped my sides till they ached. Mr. Bonmot con- 
tinued the merriment with echo upon echo ; but hb friend 
stood cold and immoveable* 

'' Upon my word," satd^th^ former, when he ibuf4 
breath to speak, ** this is a novel mode of introduction ! 
— not the less relishing for that, however : and if you'll 
take my advice, Mr. Levis, since our fates seem to have 
brought us together, whether we would or not ( — and 
you, for your part, may safely swear you were led by the 
nose into my acquaintance — ^), we wUl take care not to 
thwart them." 

<' Most willingly," I replied, pressing with warmth the 
hand he extended to me— -for there was something very 
agreeable in the rough firankness of his manner-— << and 
I'm sure I shall have reason to think of this night with 
pleasure, * Cctstoris memor.' " 

<< Admirable !" exclaimed my new friend with a laugh j. 
<< 'Gad ! I shall improve, now I've a competitor in pun< 
ning. But, what the devil's in his lordship here ? I be- 
lieve he's taking pattern fiK>m that lamp-post, he holds 
himself so upright.—- ^Damn it, George, you're straight 
enough ! One would have good reason to think you are 
not over pleased with our night's adventure ; and yet, I'll 
be sworn to it, I myself am not more glad of Mr. Levis's 
acquaintance." 

<< You do me no more than justice, Mr. Bonmot," said 
his lordship ; <' I have long been desirous of knowing Mr. 
Levis better, and I am inost happy that this little affair 
has turned out so opportunely to my wishes ;"«-but his 
lordship's bow was as formal as his language. I raised 
my hftt with equiU ceremony, 
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<< NeTer mind hun,'' Mid Bonmot, langhing ; ^kA^^ 
cold with every one— though honest enough in the miMl^ 
Come, Mr. Levis." And thrusting one of his anM^^ 
through one of mine, as though we had been friends fa|«^ 
years, he gave the other to Lord Findue. ** Come, ql ^ 
lord. But stop ; where were you going just now, Mr. 1 1 
Levis, when you turned so suddenly T' I ^ 

— This frankness savours somewhat of impudeneel— I 
thought L — However, I'll humour it.—* ** I had $d I 
out," I answered, '*to take a short walk, because I ha^ \ 
nothing better to do ; and I turned back— for the sine 
reason, — because I had nothing better to do.**- 

Bonmot laughed. '< Rightly answered. Bat 700 most 
not take offence at my roughness : — my molift in asking 
was to know whether you were engaged ; and now I ^nd 
you are not, I insist upon your going with metomybot^, 
whither I was dragging this statue of a lord, when your 
nose came so suddenly upon me. <Gad Levis! well 
make a famous libation to-night in honour of our new 
friendship ; shall we not ?" — And without waiting £ix an* 
swer, he withdrew his arms from ours, and sounding s 
prolonged " Whoo-oo-oo-oop !", produced by the revsr- 
beration of the voice against the roof of the mouth— «uch 
as I have heard described the war -whoop among the N(fftii 
American Indians—, darted up the street like a madman, 
overturning all the empty barrels, boxes, and other arti- 
cles of the kind that he found in his way. I followed him, 
greatly relishing the fh)lic ; though I could not but feel 
astonishment that a man over thirty years of age, and 
whose apparent rank and education claimed for him the 
name of gentleman, should indulge in such behaviour — 
the more so, that he was not in the least intoxicated ; bat 
Lord Findue, while he endeavoured to keep up with us, 
called out to his friend — 

« Robert !— Bonmot !— Mr. Bonmot !— Stop ! How 
can you act with so little decency? — Do, for God's sake, 
consider where you are ! You'll have the watch upon yoo ! 
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-and if so, I tell you beforehand, Fll leave you to come 
iff as you can. ■■ Robert ! One would think you drunk 

-<« mad I've sworn a doz^n times I wouldn't 

ralk with him, if he behaved so indecently in the open 

jtreets. This is shameful Mr. Bonmot, I say ! — 

By heavens, I will go home this instant, if you donH stop 
with your foolery !" 

But it was in vain;— Bonmot continued his Dionysian 
frohc»— roaring, singing, punning,— K>cca8ionally turning 
roandto laogh at Lord Findue — y till we were all three very 
Dearly exhausted. 

Just then there passed us one of those women, who are 
teraied, by all of their own sex, hussies, trollops, and the 
Hke,— by men of humanity, unfortunate females. And 
cextainly, if there is any class of beings deserving of pity, 
it is they ; — for they come of the lower orders of the peo- 
ple, and in their original situation (I mean, before their 
Ul) are surrounded by temptations to which those of 
superior rank are rarely exposed — and that too, without 
the defensive armour with which education should furnish 
the latter against such attacks ; and then, when once 
they slip, the wrath of parents, and the contumely of the 
worid, make them outlaws from their sex, and leave them 
only the alternative of prostitution or starvation. I may 
offend when I say it ; but, as I have already declared on 
another occasion, 

" — — — je ne macbe point ce que j'ai sur le coBur," 

and I do assert, that I have known women, whose weak- 
ness had betrayed them into this irrevocable false-step, 
that were more truly modest, and stood a better chance 
of heaven, than many that pride themselves on their rigid 
chastity^ jand have no one other virtue. Which, let me 
aaky is morally the better woman : — she who yields, in 
an unguarded moment, to temptations which Nature of 
herself is, alas ! too feeble to resist, and, even when 
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strengthened by Reason and Religion, cannot always w&l ^ 
stand ; or she, who scandalizes her neighbour, and, iM ^^ 
a devirs hand, sows dissension in the midst of peaoeiH "^ 
families ? — *< and such the mass are," But Iftr-I ^^ 

get myself. I 

Bonmot recovered the use of his lungs the instant in 1 
saw the girl. " Susan !" he bellowed, '' Polly! Sally, mj I 
dear ! — What the devil's your name ? Why don't yw 
stop? Molly !— that must be it — Molly, Molly !" 

<< For Heaven's sake, Bonmot !" interposed Lord Fin- 
due, ''don't bo so silly. — Besides, don't you see yoa 
frighten the girl ? She's beginning to run firom joa.*^ 

"Psha!" said the punster, "I know the jades ibetter 
than that — ^they like it, George — ''gaudeaC prenomine 
MoUes auriculsB." — Molly, I say ! — Why, yoa fooW v^hy 
don't you turn when I want to speak to you? DonH you i 
know your own interest better ?" 

The wretched girl, whose mode of hfe forced her to pot 
up with these unmanly insults, now faced about, and the 
light of a lamp shone full on her countenance. I recog* 
nized her instantly. 

" Mr. Bonmot," said I, la3ring my hand upon the he 
nourable gentleman's arm, " you must oblige me in one 
thing." j 

" In any thing, Mr. Levis." " 

'' Permit me, then, to decline accompanying you home 
to-night — I am positively engaged to this girl.'* 

Bonmot stared, and Lord Findue absolutely drew back 
— ^t supposed in disgust. The surprise of the former, how- 
ever, was only momentary. <<How the deuce does it hap* 
pen you have just found that out ?" he said, laughing.— 
** But I must not be too close upon you, as you are yet a 
novice in my friendship. If you really must have the 
lady, why — ^I will manage to forgive your impoliteness 
to me. — Ah, I fear you are a sad dog, Levis !•• 
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I had the contemptible vanity to let him thmk my in- 
clinations were as low as they appeared to be. ^' You 
may not believe me/' X said, in a tone which was so as- 
sumed that he should not believe me, — " but I really 
liave an engagement with the wench, which you had al- 
most made me forget. However, to show you don't bear 
nalice, you shall dine with me to-morrow evening. — No 
ienial ! I shall expect you — and you also, my lord !" — 
ind I extended to each a card with my address. 

^' I will not fail you," said Mr. Bonmot. 

<' I shall be most happy to avail myself. of your polite- 
less," said Lord Findue. And they lefl me — the former 
shaking my hand, and the latter bowing. 

The moment their backs were turned, I ran after the 
girl, who had continued her walk during our dialogue. 
'< Alice \" I whispered in her ear. She started, and 
faced me. I was not deceived ; it was indeed poor Alice 
Snuth, the daughter of my laundress, a girl whom I had 
geduced^-or rather ( — for, with all my wickedness, I was 
never yet capable of deliberate seduction — ), of whose 
vanity and natural wantonness I had taken advantage, 
shortly afler I had come into possession of my fortune. 

" My God, Alice ! is it you I find thus ?" 

" Come, no naughty words, Mr. Levis !" she said, in- 
terrupting me ; <* I am the very same Alice I was, when 
you used to tell me there was honey on my lips. Kiss me : 
you'll find the hive is still there, and as full as ever." 

" The street is not the place for such experiments," I 
replied, somewhat coldly ; for I was as much displeased 
with her levity, as astonished at the refinement of her 
language. " Lead the way to your home ; I'll follow you. 
— And be quick ; for it's growing late." 

Without a word, Alice did as I bade her. — ^Afler pass- 
ing through several narrow streets au4 lanes, till then 
entirely unknown to me, she stopped before a small 
building, and opening a low door on one side of it, led 
me, by the hand, through a paved alley terminating in a 

Vol. ir. 5 



( 






48 SIXTY YEARS OF THE BK. II* 

little yard at the back of the house. In this place she 
left me, whispering, '< Wait here, till I Ve seen wheth^ 
there's any one in my room.'' In a minute she returned, 
and conducted me into a well-lighted apartment on the 
ground-flour, furnished in a manner that excited my sur- 
prise ; for, besides the ordinary articles which marked 
it as her bed-chamber, and which were by np means plaio, 
it contained a piano, and a small book-case filled witii 
richly-bound volumes, and in the centre stood a roaod 
table, covered with a crimson cloth, with a handsome lamp | 
upon it, and, beside the lamp, an open volume of — 
Prior! 

Alice did not give me time to express my wonder; /or, 
the moment she had laid aside her hat and shawl, she 
threw her arms about my neck and attempted to kiss me. 
The girl was pretty ; but, at the time, I was under the 
influence of feelings very different from what she sup- 
posed. 

'' No, no, Alice," I said, gently repelling her ; << I am 
not here from the motives you very naturally attribute to 
me. Sit down by me, and answer to what I shall ask 
you ; and ' as you answer honestly, so much the better 
will it be for your interest." 

The poor girl looked a little mortified, but did as I de- J 
sired her. I 

" And what shall I tell you, Mr. Levis ?" 
" Tell me, Alice, all that has happened to you since 
we parted, and how it is that you can afibrd to live in 
this manner" (pointing to the furniture of the room) << aiuf 
yet are obliged to— walk the streets for your subsistence; 
for I cannot suppose you do so from choice.'* 

She laughed. "O, I can explain every thing in a 
very few words. — ^When you withdrew your protectioo 

I interrupted her. " By the by, Alice," I said, taking her 
hand, and looking her steadily in the face , '* answer me 
fairly. You know my only reason for parting with yoB 
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was that I heard you were faithless. — ^Was there any 
truth in the report?" 

She did not even blush, nor so much as withdraw her 
eyes from mine, but laughed outright. " How, in hea- 
ven's name, can you be so silly, Mr. Levis, as to put such 
a question to a woman ? — ^But you are welcome to believe 
the report or not, just as you please ; it can make no dif- 
ference now. Now answer me a question in turn." 

"Well?" 

<* What is the name of the shorter of those gentlemen 
who were with you to-night ?" 

" Lord Findue." 

" So I thought. Well, that's the very man who took 
me, after you had turned me off." 

** So ! the murder's out ! This was the reason, heh, 
\srhy my lord was so reluctant to have his friend speak 
with you, and drew back with so much disgust when I 
declared my intention of joining you! — O, this still 
water !" 

" Yes, but his lordship, in his treatment o£ me, was 
always very much of the gentleman. He settled me in 
this room, furnished it as you see, had me instructed in 
music, and spent, every day, two or three hours in im- 
proving my mind by his conversation, or by reading from 
the best English authors. But, alas, his lordship was 
too much given to sentiment ; — and so — heigho ! I plot- 
ted agaiiist him with my music-master." 

Though I would much rather have frowned at a levity 
that marked her so abandoned, yet the tone of affected 
seriousness in which she sighed forth the last sentence 
was so well assumed, that I laughed in spite of myself. 

'' Aiid so his lordship had nothing more to do with you ?" 

*< And so his lordship had nothing more to do with me. 
Well, as I am not over economical, the sum which his 
generosity left with me was soon expended, and no other 
resource remained against present want, but to sell my 
furniture or go upon the town ; so I chose the more agree- 
able alternative*" 



i 



50 SIXTY TEARS OP THE BK. II. 

Bad as I was, dear Reader, this disgusting acknoW' ■ ^^ 
ledgment made me shudder ; for the thought struck me 
that it was I who had brought the unhappy girl to such a 
state of depravity. However, I suffered her to proceed. 

<< But I'm in hopes I shall soon be better provided for, 
as I have gained, within two days, an admirer who is 
very pressing to be permitted to bear my expenses. The 
gentleman, however, is somewhat close, and will not 
agree to the settlement I demand ; though I think I know 
how to get the better of his scruples. The best of the 
story is — that this warm lover is upwards of fifty years 
old, the father of nine children, and a regular communi- 
cant in the church." 

This was too disgusting. I could have borne to hear 
of even greater dissoluteness from a man, and should have 
laughed at the story of the pious elder ; but> in a woman ! 
the boast of depravity is as loathsome as a sore. 

" My God ! Alice Smith, I cannot bear to hear you 
glory in such wickedness. Stop, for heaven's sake !" 

The girl laughed in my face. " O, pious Mr. Levis ! 
what another tale you sang some eight months since ! — 
You should have thought of this before, sir." 

She was right. But before and after the deed aife so 
very different ! 

" I know it, Alice ; and had I once thought the conse- 
quences would be so dreadfbl, I would certainly never have 
acted as I did." 

^' And I suppose you would not commit the same crime 
again ?" 

The question was puzzling ; but I answered as I feh at 
the moment : — "No." 

" No ?" she repeated in a voice deliciously soft, and 
with a look of the most seducing fondness : " Are you so 
sure ?" — and the Circe flung her arms about me^ and 
buried her burning lips in mine. Damnation ! my new- 
bom virtue was already trembling its last. I unloosed 
her arms, and sprang from the pollution. 

" Hear me, Alice !" — I cried, — "Are you so wedded to 
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evil that you would not repudiate it if you could ? Would 
you not, if you could be restored to your former place in 
society, abandon a course of life which must sooner or 
later bring you to the lowest, the most loathsome wretch- 
edness it is possible for humanity to suffer V She hung 
her head in silence. I took her hand. << Alice — speak 
but the word, and so may Heaven help me ! I will put 
you beyond the reach of evil, so far as money may effect 
it.' Here, take this note" (one for £100,); "it will re- 
lieve your present necessities. In — " 

At this moment the heavy footsteps of a man sounded 
from the yard. 

" Run, for mercy's sake !" cried Alice, — " It's that old 
Turk. I wouldn't have him see you for worlds!" 

" Where shall I hide ?" 

" Here — go in here — I'll soon send him off." And un- 
locking a door which opened into her room, she thrust me 
into a dark apartment. Then shutting the door afler me, 
she turned the key. 

There was a strange smell, as of new furniture, in the 
place in which I stood. I groped about, and laid my hand 
upon what I judged to be an empty box, resting against a 
shelf, with its open side facing the wall. This I judged 
would be the most secure hiding-place, in case the old 
fellow should have the curiosity to look into the room — 
and elderly gentlemen are apt to be jealous. So I forth- 
with entered the box. It tottered at first, as though about 
to fall ; but my weight made it stand upright, and I found 
it to fit me nicely. Presently I heard some one stagger ' 
into Alice's apartment, and a husky voice, as of a man in 
liquor, exclaim, 

" Ah, Ally, my darling ! how are you ? I'm come to sit 
with you a little while." 

" But I can't have you, Potts" — answered the lady, " I 
expect my husband home every minute." 

<< Husband !" spluttered Potts. << You still stick to it 
you are married, heh ? Well, that's right ! nothing like a 

IT 
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good character, damme !" 

<< But you must go this instant, I tell you." 

<' I wont, Ally, till you play me a tune on your pianner 
there." 

" O, do go, this once ! You wouldn't ruin me, would you, 
Potts, when you know I love you so ? Do go ! wont you?" 

'* No, I wont !" — and a heavy sound announced that 
Mr. Potts had settled himself in a chair. 

" O, what shall I do ?" whimpered Alice, — " You hard- 
hearted man ! you don't love me at all !" 

" You lie, you devil ! you know you do. I like you as 
much as any woman ought to be liked. Now don't wring 
your hands so. 111 go, if I must — that is, if you'll kiss me, 
you baggage." 

"O, I can't." 

« Then damme if I'll go !" 

^' Well then, will you leave me instantly if I kiss youf' 

"Yes." 

" You promise ?" 

" Don't I say yes ?" 

".There then. Now go." 

The smack was given, and Potts scraped himself up 
from his chair. 

" To-morrow night I'll come again, Ally. And there, 
you trollop— there's a guinea for you, to buy horns for your 
husband — ^husb— hiccup !" — and the brute staggered out 
of the room ; and all was quiet again. 

In a few minutes, Alice entered my apartment with alight, 

" Where are you, Mr. Levis ?" 

" Here I am ; bring the light this way, Alice ; I want 
to see in what sort of box 1 have got — for it strikes me as 
being of rather an odd construction." 

The girl came round to my hiding-place. The moment 
she saw me, she burst into a fit of laughter. And well she 
might ; for I was standing bolt upright in a coffin. 

"Why the devil, Alice !" I exclaimed, as I sprang out 
with great expedition, " Do you deal with the dead as well 
as the living," 
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<< No ; I am not so fortunate. This store, which .you 
see is full of these articles of furniture, belongs to an 
undertaker, who lets me my apartment, and occupies the 
rooms above with his wife. As there is nothing here that 
any one is likely to steal, and all the risk is on my side 
of the wall, the gentleman-usher-to-the-dead thinks it 
sufficient to intrust the opening between the rooms to my 
care — and, you may believe me, I have found my conve- 
nience in the arrangement." 

" No doubt. — ^And is that vile beast, that just left you, 
the chaste old gentleman you were speaking of?" 

" O Lord, no !" 

** You are then the toy of the loose hours of such 
wretches ? obliged to submit to all their rank desires, and 
feign pleasure in their maudlin fondness when in your 
heart you loath it ? Surely, a woman of your good sense 
will catch at any chance of raising herself from such a 

sink of iniquity ? 1 am ready, Alice, to settle upon you 

an annuity that shall support you comfortably. Let me 
hear, in a couple of days, that you have removed to some 
place where you are unknown, and where, by a correct 
course of conduct, it will be easy for you to gain respecta- 
bility, and I will call on you to " 

It is not wonderful that Alice — who could not know, 
that I felt it my duty to restore her to the houest station 
from which I imagined I alone had degraded the poor 
creature-Hshould be suspicious of the motives of this ap- 
parent generosity. She interrupted me, and concluded 
the sentence herself: — 

« to test the strength of my new virtue." 

The latter part of our dialogue had passed, while the 
lady was reconducting me through the dark alley. Now, 
when we were about to separate, this nice insinuation 
reminded me of a doubt that had presented itself while I 
was stationed in the cofiin listening to the delicate cooing 
of Mr. Potts. 
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"Alice — ^will you answer me, honestly, one question? 
Tell me, am I really the sole cause of your fall from 
virtue ? or, have I acted merely to hasten your descent ?" 

" Ridiculous ! What difference can it make now !" And 

this answer was from the same gentlewoman that had been 

so indecently candid in her confessions a few minutes ago! 

.Let the reader consult the Thirty-fourth Chapter of this 

Book. 

<i Well — good night, Alice. Think of what I've said 
to you. In two days I will see you againT" 

'^ Good night." And the alley-gate was closed. 



CHAPTER XL. 

FonnM of such clay as yours, 

The sick, the needy, shiver at your gates. 

* « f 

There are, while human miseries abound, 
A thousand ways to waste superfluous wealth, 
Without one fool or flatterer at your board. 
Without one hour of sickness or disgust. 

^rt of Prestrving HealUt. 

Though it did not diminish my criminality in the least, 
tliere was some consolation in reflecting that I was not 
the sole -cause of Alice Smith's ruin^and that probably it 
had been the same with the poor girl had I never known 
her : I, therefore, retraced my way homeward with some- 
what lighter feelings than I had experienced when fol- 
lowing Alice to her abode. '^ O, that vile abode !" I mut- 
tered to myself, as I entered a miserable lane ; '^ An un- 
dertaker — one who provides for the last necessities of 
nature, and who may fairly be said to stand upon the 
grave — ^to let an apartment to a harlot ! making his own 
dwelling a convenience for lewdness ! Familiarity, in- 
deed, must breed contempt, when even the most sacred 
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things by too frequent handling become deprived of the 
character that makes them reverenced." 

Just then a little child passed me, crying as if his heart 
would breaks I have all my ancle Timothy's fondness for 
children. I stopped the boy. 

" What ia the matter, my little fellow? What are you 
doing in -the streets so late at night — and alone too? Are 
you lost ?" 

"No, I a'n'tlost," sobbed the child ; "let me go ! let 
ne go !" 

" Where do you want to go ?" 

" O, don't stop me ! don't stop me ! father's a-dying, 
md the doctor wont come to him because he's no' more 
money to give him — ^I must go for another one— do let me 
go'." 

" Show me where y«u live, my son ; I will see your 
father." 

** Will you, sir ? Are you a doctor ? — O, mother will be 
so glad !" — ^And the delighted child, with the endearing 
familiarity of his age, as well as influenced by the feel- 
ings of the moment, took my hand to lead me to his 
bome. Finding, however, that my walk, fast as it was, 
did not keep pace with his anxiety, he started off to run 
before me, then turned back upon his steps to hasten my 
progress. So I was obliged to suit myself to his impa/ 
tienee, and run with him. 

We came to a low, and most inis«rablQ habitation-— as 
well as I could distinguish it ; for the street was so scan, 
tily furnished with lamps, that, on such a night as this, it 
was almost impossible to see one's way. The little boy 
knocked at the door. It was opened by a woman of very 
decent appearance ; — rfor, as the door led directly into 
the an^e, apartment, where the whole family was col- 
lected, a farthing-rushlight, which burned upon a table, 
threw a feeble gleam that sufficed to show the person of 
the female. 

(«The doctor's come, mother ! the doctor's come !" 
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" God bless him !" replied the woman, in a tone that 
showed she meant what she said ; and I was admitted. 

You, who, lolling at your ease, find time to read these 
memoirs, and when wearied lay them down — to yawn, 
and stretch, and then resume them ; you, whose gentle 
heart is wont to melt at a scen^ of misery^-described, 
will honour with a tear, perhaps, the remaining pages 
of this chapter ; but the tear will dry, the chapter will be 
ended, and you will forget it ; — for, dear, indulgent 
Reader, you cannot see, as I saw it, the scene I am about 
to picture ; were it coloured to the life, the colours them- 
selves would soflen to your eye the very harshness they 
were meant to represent, — no touches, however forcible, 
can give the palpable wretchedness* of the reality. To 
hear poverty described — is one thing ; to see it as it is-- 
another ; — ^but to feel it ! 

I found myself in a room, whose dimensions were about 
eight feet by five, with a ceihng so low, that, had I my 
hat on, I should have touched it. The floor was bare, 
and the walls, by their frequent yellow stains, showed 
that the damp was no stranger to them. On one side of 
the room stood a bed, of which the firame part seemed to 
have been bought in better times, but the thin mattress 
was scantily covered with an old camlet cloak eked out 
by a strip of carpet ; while on the other side, is a recess 
formed by the projection of the chimney and the wall 

next the street, lay a h«ap o£ atraw, ou mrhich were spread 

a narrow piece of worn and faded baize, the skirt of an 
old black stuff gown, and a bit of tarred sail-cloth. In 
this miserable substitute for a bed, lay two pale, but beau- 
tiful children. They were sleeping ; and the arm of one, 
white and pure as new-fallen snow, rested on 4he naked 
shoulder of his brother, whose cherub lips, half-open, 
seemed to smile delight at this token of afiection.*-^H^- 



• Were I about to describe poverty such as it ordinarily uppears, ^yvaltAiw 
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py childhood, that can sleep, unconscious of the cares that 

weigh on older eyelids yet will not let them close ! — ^In 

the bed, on the opposite side of the room, lay the sick 

man. In the other recess formed by the chimney stood 

a cupboard, and the space between the cupboard and the 

head of the bed was occupied by a sea-chest. The un- 

painted deal table, on which the rushlight was burnings 

stood near the hearth, whereon lay a few dead coals, 

which, from their soft glossiness and unbroken forms, 

were evidently the relics of such bits of pine board and 

shinies as the poor are wont to gather from the rubbish 

of new buildings ; while, beside the coals, stood a small 

empty iron pot, of which one of the legs was missing, the 

handle also gone, and a large piece broken from the lip. — 

Yet, in the midst of this want of every thing that was 

comfortable, there shone a cleanliness, that told for the 

occupants of the hovel they had once been accustomed 

to better circumstances. If the furniture of the bed, was 

miserable,, yet it was wholesome ; the strip of carpet 

looked bright, the bit of baize seemed newly washed, and 

the tar in the sailcloUi was spotted on a clear ground. 

And then, the skin of the children, I have said, was pure 

aa new.&Uen snow. The floor, too, of the room was 

without a stfun, the solitary table was scrubbed to a most 

seemly whiteness, the very ashes were carefully swept 

to the back of the hearth, and the little black pot looked 

as though a cambric handkerchief tnight be rubbed upon 

it and contract no soil. Moreover ( — ^I have omitted to 

mention it in its proper place — ) a quarto bible lay open 

on the table. 

The reader will understand that all these circum- 
stances, though they have occupied some minutes in 
reading, were taken in at a glance. • 

The woman handed me a chair. It had but two sticks 
of the back remaining ; yet was it, with the exception of 
the sea-chest and a candlebox near the children's bed, 
the only seat the room afforded. 
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« I am not a physician, madam/' were my first woidfl 
Their effect was as I might have expected. The poor 
woman started back, and clasped her hands, and her pal- 
lid features became of a still more hueless cast, as she 
faintly exclaimed, 

" Not a physician ?" 

" No ; but I can be of more service to jou than if I 

were and if your husband require medical aid, hfl 

shall have the best that can be procured." 

The wretched are ever ready to welcome hope. Tbe 
countenance of the woman brightened on the instant, and 
she bent forward with eagerness, as I continued. 

<< Sit down now, and confide to me plainly all your cir- 
cumstances — ^the distresses under which you labour,— 
and perhaps you will have no reason to regret the mistake 
which has introduced me here." 

She did as I desired her ( — the best way to express her 
thanks). Seating herself upon the box, at a little dis- 
tance from me, '< My husband," she said, << was, for 
many years, the master of a vessel trading with the West 
Indies. Being much liked by all the merchants who em- 
pl9yed him, he was able to support his little family very 
respectably ; but, about eight months ago, his health be- 
came so bad he was obliged to give up his business en- 
tirely ; and ever since he has been stretched upon the 
bed in a most helpless state. I, at first, was able to make 
up in some degree for his inability to help us, by taking 
in needlework ; but my poor James became so poorly, 
that all the little money I could scrape together was con- 
sumed upon the doctors, and, then, we were obliged to sell 
our furniture by little and little, and remove to this mise- 
rable place. James then daily grew, worse ; my own 
strength became much less than it was, and I couldn't 
devote so much time to my work. A week ago, I sold 
the last decent article we had, to buy bread ; but, although 
the doctor saw how sore I was pressed to keep my bus- 
band and our three little boys from starving, he was so 
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InfeeBiig as to refuse any further help unless I paid him 
Is usaal* This very night, I thought James was dying, 
ind I sent to him, beseeching him to come, if only for a 
ninute ; but he pushed poor Dick from his door, and bade 
iim tell me Mb ime was too precums to give for nothing. 
S'ot knowing what to do, I sent the child for the apothe- 
2aiy, that Hves at a little distance ; and he was on his 
uray, sir, when you met him, and so generously came to 
Hir assistance.'' 

This litde narration, though homely in its language, 
WZB told with a conciseness very unusual with persons in 
ler station of life ; and when she had finished, she looked 
SI my face with an (expression of confidence, which, flat- 
beiing to every age, certainly lost none of its power for 
being directed to so young a man. 

** Now, ma'm, will you let me see your husband ?" 

She took the light, and approached the bed where the 
sick man Jay. " He fell asleep," she said, '< when my 
little boy went for the apothecary. Fm in hopes it will 
dk> him good." The invalid lay, indeed, lapped in a tran- 
quil sleep ; for, as every one, when he enters a sick 
room, naturally assumes a cautious step, and sinks his 
vmce to a tone scarcely audible, my presence had not in 
the least disturbed him. He was a man between thirty 
and forty years of age, apparently. His sallow, meagre 
fiice showed the marks of a slowly wasting disease and 
physicians' counsels ; but there was nothiqg in his ap- 
pearance that indicated either present danger, or that a 
ftmggle for life had been lately undergone. The woman, 
evidently, had been frightened without cause. 

As I looked upon the hollow eyes and sunk jaws of 
the invalid, and the miserable hand which extended its 
skinny joints without the cloak that covered him, it struck 
me that want of proper nourishment might have served, 
as much as disease, to reduce him to this state. 

^ What does he eat ?" I asked the woman, as we 
lamed from the bed. 

YoL. n. 6 
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^^AlaSy sir!" die answered,^! cannot give James 
what he wants. This morning he ate a bit of drflic 
bread ** 

<< My God ! Have you a basket ?" 

<< No sir," she answered, with i^pme surprise at the 
question. 

<< No matter. Here, my little fellow, take this guinea, 
go.-4>ut no, it will not do to trust you alone— -come with 
me." And I hurried little Dick from the hovel.— His 
mother, who now comprehended me, could not ^>eak ; 
for her heart was full. 

Luckily, at a little distance, I found a grocery which 
was not yet closed. There I bought a loaf of bread, some 
oatmeal, sugar, and a basket in which to carry them. I 
then went to a tavern, and added to these articles a couple 
of bottles of the best wine. 

The moment we re-entered the house, my little com- 
pani<m, who had not opened his lips the whole way 
( — indeed, I gave him no opportunity — ), cried out " Mo- 
ther, mother ! he's brought us bread ! he's brought us 
bread ! — Charley \ — Georgy ! see here !" 

The mother endeavoured to stop him ; but it was now 
too late. Both the brothers leaped from their straw, and 
the father, startled from his sleep, opened his languid 
eyes upon the scene. 

" O, mother, mother ! ma3m't we have a bit of tint 
nice bread ?" cried the famished children — the first object 
that fixed their eyes being, of course, that which Uiey 
most coveted ; but the next moment, seeing a stranger, 
they hurried under their wretched covering. 

Sarah," faintly uttered the invalid, <' how is thisl" 
0,1 can scarcely tell you, James !" answered his wife, 
moistening his shrivelled hands with her tears, — <^ We 
owe it all to this gentleman — we owe it all to him !" 

The poor man raised himself upon his elbow, and 
gaxed earnestly in my face. « Merciful God !" he ex- 
claimed,—" So young too !" 
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IS too much for me to bear. I took him by the 
" Tou owe me nothing," I said»— ^' nothing at 
*, if you woul4 indeed be grateful" {r—perceiving 
i about to speak^, " only do as I wish you,"—- 
Ediing ftnr a cup, I poured out some of the wine, 
>istening with it a bit of bread, I put the morsel to 
lidUps, 

this is too much !" he cried, averting his face,— 
luch ! — Sarah, take it from him — do ; I can eat it 
setter firom your hands." 

3, little Dick, mistaking the meaning of his father's 
hastily interposed. << O, father, father— do take 
him ! This is a good doctor I'm sure, if there 
3LS one !" 

reet boy !" I exclaimed— turning the child from 
1 ( — for r felt how difficult it must be for the poor 
\ eat, while I observed him, the bread I gave) ; 
issed the lids of his beautiful eyes as he bashfully 
ied theuL I then gave him, and each of his bro- 
3ome portion of the loaf. To see the eagerness 
hich the poor children devoured their sii|iple 
— ^It filled me with a deiight more real than I had 
lown before. — Little Dick ate his share standing 
side ; and, at each mouthful, the charming boy 
1 still nearer to me, and looked up in my face with 
ression of so much thankfulness ! I felt as though 
I hug him forever ; while the two younger chil- 
ould bite a piece from the^s, as they lay hidden in 
raw, stretch their little heads above the coverlet, 
my face with that gaze — ^half bold, half timid—- 
is so delightful in childhood, and again conceal 
Ives till they had again filled their little mouths, 
dn I sprinkled some of the sugar upon their bread, 
ireet innocents could scarcely express their won- 
O, mother, mother ! only look here !" ; and little 
ried out, in his joy, '^ Mother, see what I've got f 
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— just .what I used to hive before father was sick !'^ I 
was forced to tpm aside to ooMieal my tears. 

— And all this happiness ha»l>een purchased for little 
more than a guin^ ! How many have I squand^ed to 
buy me torture, both of mind and body ! — I tore off the 
back of a letter which I had in my pocket, and seating 
myself at the table, took my pencil and wrote the follow- 
ing Hues to my uncle Timothy : — 

'< One, who, though at present a stranger to Doctor 
Levis, is not ignorant of his real benevolence,- ventures to 
appeal to that virtue in behalf of a most wretched, though 
most worthy family. 

" It is to Doctor Levis, as a 'physician^ that this note is 
addressed. The bearer will further explain its meaning." 

I handed the slip of paper to the woman, who had just 
finished feeding the invalid. " Take this to — " (and 
I told her the address). << If there is any physician that 
can restore your husband to health, it is he. — ^I would go 
for him myself; but I am, unhappily, at variance with 
him, and my application would not be listened to." 

'' God knows I wish to thank you, sir," said the woman; 
"but 1 can't !" — and she burst into tears. 

^< I am already more than thanked." [ spoke from the 

heart. " But stay ! you must not go at this late hour" 

(and my caution was not idle ; for the woman was still 
young, and her emaciated features showed the remains 
of beauty,) — ^it will be only needlessly exposing yourself ; 
for I am confident your husband is in no immediate 
danger." 

" O, I must go ! — ^there is no risk — no one would harm 
such a poor being as me." 

''Sarah, you must not-r-you shall not go!" cried the 
sick man, exerting his feeble voice. His wife threw on 
her hood, and rushed from the house as though she feared 
to be prevented. 

« God make me worthy of such goodness !" exclaimed 
the husband, and fainted from weakness. 
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9ure<t some win^ into ibid cttpyfrhiclr stood con. 
lily upon the chest, an|) bathedliis &ce andteinples 
:, stanifing in snck k position asH^ present the 
en's deeing the idtoation of their p^umt. With 
difficulty he was recoTered. Qe attempted to 
• ^ Hush !" I said, gently placing my hand upon 
rath, ^ I know all you would say. Be silent, now, 
r sake. A day may come when I shall need a like 
s to that I now render you, and you may have it in 
•ower to make me an ample return."— I Jittle knew 
early I was prophecying then. 
od foifoid that you should ever need it !" said the 
lan ; ^ Grod wiU forbid it ; he cannot suffer one who 
und to me to need such help from others—one too 
y young." Poor man ! he di3 not know that this 
le one bright spot in a life where all the rest was 
ess, or without polish. 

Tell, do one thing to oblige me at present : — let me 
yoa without thanks." And, leaving him, I went to 
arth, broke the candle-box into small pieces, made 
Kck kindle them, and placed upon them the iron pot, 
'hich I put some water that he brought me from the 
&rd. I then set my little assistant, who was delighted 
is office, to watch the water, bidding him tell me 
it should boil, that I might stir in it some of the oat- 
had bought. Returning to the sick man, who all 
ne had entreated me to desist, '' You must let me 
'. said, " as your nurse, till your wife returns. This 
with the addition of a little of that good wine, and 
mgar, you will find will do you more service than 
medicines in the world ; and I am much deceived 
tor Levis does not tell you so too." 
i man sobbed, oppressed by his emotions. << Shall 
now at least the name of my benefactor ?" 
y dear sir, that can be of no importance whatever. 
t satisfy you, that I esteem myself fortunate in being 
ans of procuring you the attentions of a truly honest 

6* 
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physician— one, in whom you ijiay place the most implicit, 
confidence." 

<< Let me then study your features. Them I would 
never forget." 

For the rest of the time, until the return of his wife, 1 
sought to divert the iuvahd's thoughts from his obligations 
to me — a subject which, however agreeable to the one 
who spoke of them, was sufficiently unpleasant to him 
who was forced to be the listener. I talked to him of his 
health, flattered him with the hopes of a speedy recovery, 
and drew many bright pictures of the future, when he 
should be reinstated in the possession of his former com- 
forts, till I actually produced a very sensible change in 
his spirits. 

In about a quarter of an hour, the woman returned. 
My uncle Timothy was with her. — ^The doctor's eyes in- 
stantly met mine, and he started back in complete amaze- 
ment. I had, however, no desire to observe what would 
be his subsequent behaviour; so, as the children, the 
moment they saw him, began to cry out " Here's the 
doctor, father ! here's the doctor 1 — ^Now, dear &the^ 
you'll get well again !" and press around him, I managed 
to escape in the confusion, first slipping beneath the biUe 
a note for £50 — the only money I had left about me, with 
the exception of a few loose shilhngs. 

That night, I slept— as I never had slept before.— But 
the next night ! ^and the next 1 



\ 
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CHAPTER XLI. 

Tbe deal, Uie ilnifl)e, and the cat 

Swift, 

Koxov ro «'iv6iv. cmto ya^ oivou yiyvsrou 

Kai ^^xo«^(fai, xoi foura^ouy xat ^tiKsTv» 

Arutoph. — yespa. 

But if your wrathful blood is apt to boil, 
Or are your nerves too irritably strung, 
Wave all dispute; be cautious, if you jpke ; 
Keep Loit for ever, and forswear the bowl. 

Armstrong. 

" O, don't go yet, George !— don't go yet, Mr. Feinton ; 
'e can have a game at something before we part, — for it's 
xA little over ten o'clock, and I know my friend Jerry 
3ves play." 

This was said by the Hon. Mr. Bonmot, as Lord 
*indue was preparing to follow Mr. Feinton, the last of 
le party which I had invited to meet my two new ac- 
aaintances. 

What could I say ? " Mr. Bonmot is right, gentlemen. — 

cannot think of letting you go so soon. You must turn 
ack, Feinton — O, I insist upon it !— My lord, I will not 
offer you to leave us." It had been the same, were I 
iver so tired of my company. Such is the advantage of 
hose pests of society — ^your affable gentlemen, who make 
hemselves at home in every house and on every occasion. 

The gentlemen suffered themselves to be persuaded, 
ind laid down their hats ; and the door was closed. 

" Now gentlemen, what will you play ? Shall we ad- 
journ to the billiard-room ?" 

.** No !" roared my friend of a day, constituting himself 
fliuter of .ceremonies, *'not billiards — ^we have enough 
of them every day. Let us be vulgar for once, and play 
cards. We are just four— Whist for me !" 



1 
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" Well, my friends, what say you to Mr. Bonmot's prO' 

posal ?" 

<< I have no partiality for any particular game ; I there* 
fore vote with Mr. Bonmot," said Feinton. 

<< The choice of my friends is always mine," said Lord 
Findue. 

<< Then cards it is. John, bring us cards, and some 
more wine." 

" No wine for me, I beg of you !" cried Bonmot ; "I 
have already drunk more than I ought. I will join you 
in your cups ; but it must be with a c(ip of something 
else." 

" Well — what shall it be ? — Any thing that can be had 
you knt>w is at your service, Mr. Bonmot." 

" A cup of tea, then." 

<< A cup of tea ?" I exclaimed, with a laugh, 

" A cup of tea?" echoed Feinton — but in a tone of 
strong distrust — which, though it struck my ear, I did not 
however particularly notice at the time. Lord Findue 
remained cold and silent as usual. 

" O yes, a cup of tea," said Bonmot smiling. " Why, 
Jerry, you seem to think it odd I should prefer tea to 
wine ; but wine, man, makes my head ache, and tea re- 
freshes me. George well knows what violence I did my- 
self in drinking so freely at table, in order to avoid the ap- 
pearance of singularity : now we are alone, I mean to 
consult my comfort. Give me nothing but tea, my friends; 
you shall find I can be as merry as the best of you, though 
you wine it ever so much. Why, I ccm match Dr. John- 
son himself!* 

TBcum vivere amem, Ticum obeam libens.'* 



♦ The reader remembers the pun, which the learned Doctor perpetrated upon 
this hne of the Oeorglcs— *^ 

** Te TJeBiente die, te decedente canebat,** 
by aid of a parody. — 

'* Ti veniente die, tk decedente repuro.'' 

This is, certainly, veiy grave authority for a classical punster like the Hon. 
HObt. Bonmot 



-* 
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"Well said ! Your wit has^ saved you. — ^Bring in the 
teapot, John." 

The cards, the wine,— ^the tea was brought. 

<' We wDlnot cut for partners," said Bonmot, shuffling 
he cards ; " let it be a game of pure skill — party against 
arty. My lord and I will play with you and Feinton 
or a hundred guineas." 

<< Done ! ■ f or two hundred," I exclaimed ; for I had 
[ready drunk beyond prudence. Feinton, however, who 
ad been more temperate, appeared reluctant. 

<< Two hundred?" repeated Bonmot, slowly shuffling the 
ards with an air of reflection. <' 'Tis a large stake for 
le first — However, I don't care : what say you, my 
jrdl" . 

** It's a matter of indifference to me," answered his 
ordship. 

** Well then— but Mr. Feinton seems dissatisfied ?" 

" Why,* said Feinton, with hesitation,—" I— I think 
he sum too large." 

" The devil, Feinton," I exclaimed,—'" don't hesitate 
bout a trifle ! Come, indulge yourself for once." I 
oold be thus familiar with him ; for, though I have had 
lo occasion to introduce him before, he was the one I 
iked the most of all my acquaintance — indeed, my inti- 
nate friend. 

*' I am perfectly willing, Levis ; but you well know I 
cannot afford to stake so highly. Let it be a hundred." 

" A hundred, then," cried Bonmot. " And now for the 
deal. — ^Ah, confound it ! there go the cards !" he added, 
as the Whole pack fell from his hand upon the floor. The 
servant stooped to pick them up. " No matter," said 
Bonmot, " I have them now — ^they were not much scat- 
tered" — and he raised apparently the same pack, and be- 
gan to shuffle it. 

The deal came to me, and Lord Findue cut. 

The game commenced. I drank my wine, and laughed 
■nd talked ; Bonmot sipped his tea, and laughed, talked, 
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punned, sang, and roared. Feinton eould not keep m 
silent. Both himself, however, and Lord Findue fdayei 
as they shoald, — the former drinking moderately—^ 
latter to an excess that made me wonder ; for it had M 
more effect upon him, than if it had been so much cofiae, 
or any other moderate stimulant. 

The first ^ame was mine and Feinton's ; the secoal 
turned out for our anttigonists ; and the third again wif 
ours. So the hundred guineas were won. 

<<Now double the stakes !" I exclaimed. 

<' Agreed !" cried Bonmot, still laughing. 

<'Done!'' added my partner, forgetting Ida cautioiii 
And his lordship said nothing, but looked as cold as eTefft 

The second rubber we lost. Feinton became again 
distrustful, and proposed to reduce the stakes; but I 
roared, and swore, and forgetting, not merely the defer* 
ence I owed to the wishes of my guests, but even commoB 
decency, exclaimed, '' I'll be damned if I play any longef) 
unless the stakes be doubled !" 

<< But" — said Feinton anxiously. I would not listen to 
him. 

" It is but two hundred apiece, Feinton ; and if we hae, 
I hope we are friends enough to settle it without difficulty." 
— ^And Feinton suffered himself to be persuaded, or 
rather, out-talked. 

<< Four hundred guineas, then !" roared Bonmot. 

" Four hundred," quietly repeated Lord Findue, with 
a cold smile-r-the first of any kind I had yet seen upon 
his lordship's lips. 

<< Four hundred !" I added, echoing Bonmot ; and filled 
myself another glass— though my brain was already 
reeling. 

Feinton said nothing ; and the third rubber commenced. 
We lost it. 

" Levis," said my partner, in a voice affectedly calm* 
^< ril thank ^ou for the wine." I was about to push it to 
faim ; but he extended his arm, while my hand was yet 
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ipoa the bottle, and took it from me, pressiog my fingers 
k a manner that declared, at once, his motive in asking 
br the wine Was but to attract my attention. I looked at 
him. He glanced his eye quickly upon Bonmot, and then 
upon the >cards— which the Honourable gentleman was 
shuffling, with his head bent over them, so that he did 
Bol o2>serve us. I understood the glance, and my hot 
Semper, already kindled by excessive drinking, burst at 
oce into flame. 

Without stopping to reflect that Feinton's hint might 
e bat a mere suspicion, I sprang from the table almost 
ut of my senses, and threw my chair with violence to the 
ppoeite side of the room. 

^ Why, what's the matter, Jerry ?" asked Bonmot, with 
ome surprise; for the action was so sudden that the 
rbole party around the table started .simultaneously from 
beir chairs. 

<^ 7!!^ maUoTf Jerry ?" I exclaimed with bitterness, 
nimicking him. Then, raising my voice — "Mr. Bonmot, 
lir, best knows what the matter is." 

** How ?** cried the Honourable gentleman, with a laugh 
— 4mt not a laugh of good-nature ; — '' you have drunk too 
luich, Mr. Levis." 

*< Drunk too much! — And you, sir," I added, with par- 
Licular emphasis, << have — played too muchJ^^ 

<< Mr. Levis," said my antagonist, with the sneer of 
a devil, and in a voice aflectedly cool, '' — when you 
have recovered your senses, I will listen to you. Your 
brain, sir, is too soft at present." 

Had he met my rage with rage, I might have gradually 
cooled, till I was abl.e to listen to reason : but — ^this sneer! 

^-» I reached my arm across the table, and muttering 

between my gnashed teeth " Scoundrel !", struck him 

directly in the face. He staggered ; but, being a strong 

man, did not fall. 

Feinton and Lord Findue, who had hitherto stood by 

inactive, now threw themselves between us. 
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" Unhand me, my lord !" cried Bonmot, in a voieetf 
thunder — at the same time extricating himself fromUi 
friend's grasp— << I am perfectly cool." Then, leamof 
his head toward me, '' Mr. Levis," he said, in a lot, 
hollow voice, — *^ yoa shall answer this with your life." 

" Not only to you," I roared, " but to your friend there! 
Ill fight you both — ^now — this moment ! John, bring me 
my pistols!" — and I attempted to spring forward and 
again strike my provoker ; but Feinton held me tightly. 

'< Gentlemen," he said, " you see how it is with my 

friend Stop, Levis ! Ipt me speak r I pledge you 

my honour he shall answer you, Mr. Bonmot." 

'< That I will !" I cried, gnashing my teeth like a mad- 
man, and tossing my arms in my vain efforts to escape. 

" If you, my lord," continued Feinton, ** will retire to 
the rooms below, I will join you in a few minutes, aai 
settle every thing. — Will that satisfy you, Mr. Bonmotf 

Bonmot bowed in silence, and lefl the apartment ; and 
his friend, saying he should ^<wait below to see Mr. 
Feinton," immediately followed him. 

Feinton now persuaded me, but with great difficulty, 
to go to bed. Then, whispering something to my servant 
John, and bidding him, aloud, attend his master, he de- 
scended to the interview with Lord Findue. 
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CHAPTER XLIL 

^ lawsof tearned daellists, 
TlMjr tbat are braised with wood or fiste, 
And think one lieating may for once 
SniBce, are cowards and poltroons: 
But, if tliey dare engage t' a second, 
Th^*re stoat and gallant fellows reckoned. 

Huiiiras. 

I 8LEFT like a beast all that night. 

In the morniag, I was awakened by a hcmd that shook 
ne TioleiiUy, when opening my eyes 1 saw, by the dim 
light of the eariy dawn, my fhend Feinton, completely 
Creased, standing by my bed side. 

JJfj Levisy" he said ; '^ we have but an hour." 
But an hour ?" I yawned,—" For— what ?" 

^For what? Is it possible you have forgotten last 
night?" 

I rubbed my eyes, and turned over on my side. " Last 
night?" Hie recollection shot through me like an arrow. 
The pang was dreadful ; but Feinton had his searching 
eyes fixed upon my countenance, and Pride drove back 
the weapon and steeled my breast with firmness. 

" I remember, now. Are all things arranged ?" I 
asked— calmly, but without affecting an indifference 
which I could not feel, and would not have wished to 
feel. 

" Every thing," he answered, with a look which showed 
him satisfied of my courage. " But rise now, and dress 
yourself, — we have not a momentrto spare. I'll wait in 
the next room, till you are ready. — ^When yon are, call 
me." He lefl the room. 

Merciful Crod ! what a moment was that for me ! I 
was not deficient in animal courage. Young as I was, I 

Vol. n. 7 
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could have prepared to die on the instant, and unsl 
ing, had it been where men meet sudden death wit 
a chill — in a field of battle. There, where Glory aif i^ 
triumphant on the blood-stained crest, and visions 
never-dying fame play round the throbbing temples, 
fan with their wings the burning lips — there, I 
have smiled at Death, nor sighed to think upon my y( 
and all my hopes oi happy years to come, so blasted 
their budding : but, thus to perish ! thus — in a prii 
duel — with the consciousness that not even one sigh 
regret would be heaved by the few that knew me, 
worse — that they would pity him who had fallen tn 
drunken quarrel/ it was horrible.— >-— Or, should it 
my fortune to escape by the death of my antag<mist — 1 
whom I had forced to this extremity, perhaps without 
cause !—— Either way to think was maddening, A 
sweat broke out upon me. Something Uien whisperedyL 
Pray to Crod : but how could I pray, when I was medi- , 
tating the crime of murder ?— and to make my peace withl 
my Maker, by avoiding the commission of that crime-^ — V 
it was now too late. Pride forbade It, — She, who seldoiii 
parted from me, pointed with finger terribly precise Wi 
the shrugged shoulders and sneers of my acquaintancOi. 
the contempt that would every where greet my presence; 
and she whispered in my ear. Coward f 

The struggle was over. I wiped my brow, and looked 
from the window^ The dawn was now fully broke. With 
a quick, but careful hand, I dressed myself. Then, step* 
ping proudly across the apartment, I called to Feinton^ 
in a firm voice, " Come in." 

He entered ; and, immediately after, a servant came 
with coffee and a slice or two of dry toast. 

« I thought it right :to order this," said Feinton, wbea 
the man had left the room ; "for it's no trifiing matter to 
fight upon an empty stomach." 

I disliked his levity. However, it might have been 
assumed firom the most amiable motives. 
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** Thmk yoUf" I 9aid in reply, ^< Wo«t you breakfiMt 
tfa me 1"^ 

^ I'm oWged to you ; Imty (o save time, I breakfasted 
ule yoQ were dressing. While you take your cofiee, 
•n, I win run over tlMi arraBgemeats I have made with 
r* Boomot's secoad. , W^ had some difficulty in agree* 
gr. You are the challenged party, and as such I claimed 
r you the right to have the first fire ; but, as the proyoca- 
OS are almost wholly on your side, and some of them 
d, you will allow, of the grossest kind, his lordship ob* 
ded to allowing you that advantage. After much iirgu- 
ent, we agreed that the two parties should be put more 
I an equality by your codsenting to wave your right. 
are tkearefore to fire together, fdcing one another on a 
signal." 

** I am glad of it firom my soul ! I could not shoot at a 
>llow-being as I would at a target." 
Feinton smiled at this remark ia a manner that did not 
ease me. It was, however, the only way he noticed it ; 
id he proceeded to mention the other arrangements he 
id made. — ^I will -not trouble the reader by detailing them. 
iffice it, that every arrangement was so ordered, that, in 
HM I should he the survivor, I might make my escape to 
hmoe without difficulty. 

I was moved by Feinton's kindness ; for the appearance 
fa favour was always sufficient to excite my gratitude, — 
never stopped to analyze it. The reader, who remem. 
ers my desertion from my parents and my uncle, and my 
itum of Mr. Townsend's hospitsdity, will ^rnile, perhaps, 
t this assertion : but the inconsistency is easily explained. 
iThere favours are shown us habitually, we ceiMse to 
igard them as such — ^we look upon them as our right. 
Eenee, parents are fools, when they reproach their 
luldien that they never show themselves gratefiil e;ioept 
here the kindness conferred is rare or unexpected. This 
(plains my behaviour to my relations — ^the two first cases. 
1 the last ease, I have but to say, that those who are very 
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susceptible to impressions, and ei^ecially the yoong, axe 
with great justice compared to wax, on which if it is etBjf 
to stamp any image we please, it is as easy to efface it 
and supply its place by another, and that I, who haie 
ever been more or less the creature of iropidse, was peci- 
liarly so at an age when neither reason, nor educatioiiy 
nor expertence was sufficiently strong to hold th6 reins 
of my feehngs. 

'^ And now^ my friend," said Feintcm, rising, and affe^ 
tionately taking my hand, <' is there any thing you woidd 
have me do for you, in cose this affair temunate— oth^ 
wise than I hope it will ?" . i 

I did not dare to think, ledt my emotions should mmf 
jXae tremble ; for I dreaded to be laughed at for fee^ 
-that would have done me honour. — Of this dishonest diame 
sorry am I to say I stand not alone guilty in the world. 

*' No, not any," I answered quickly, pressing his hairf 
with warmth. — " I thank you, dear Feinton." 

'< Well then, it is time we started. — ^Your pistols are 
ready, I presume?" 

<< I have not thought of them," I answered, openio^ 
the case. 

''They are superb !" exclaimed my friend, handling tbe 
weapons with an air of admiration,— ^'' magnificent !*- 
Upon my word, I have never seen the like !" 

'' They are then yours, Feinton. Keep them for my 
sake : — and may you never need them !" 

'' You ase too generous to die, Levis !" cried my friend^ 
his eyes sparkling with' a delight which was certainly 
somewhat mistimed. — '' But, bless me ! one of them is 
loaded ! — the charge must be drawn." 

" Here, I will do it, Feinton — ^there is no need of your 
troubling yourself." I took the pistol from him, and care- 
fully drew the charge.-^Had my hand trembled in the 
least degree, I would have turned the weapon on my brain , 
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The cmrriage was waiting before the door of the hotel. 
Ilb I took my seat, I feh my heart beat violently. — Silence 
bad been dangerous to me. 

** FeintoB," I'said, ** do you really believe Mr. Bonmot 
guilty of the villainy I charged him with ?" 
Do I really believe ?" 

Yes— *I mean had you any thing but suspicion to 

found such a charge upon ? — Not that your answer can 

have any bearijiig whatever on the affair, as it now stands 

between Mr. Bonmot and myself, — nor do I desire it 

•lioold ; but it would be a satisfaction to know the truth ; 

fhpr I must say I fear I was too hasty in accusing him." 

•*^ Yea shall judge. — Without repeating the strong cir- 

cinnftantial evidence with which a moment's recalling of 

the conduct of our opponents last night will furnish you, I 

will mentioo one direct fact, which you shall acknowledge 

confirmation enough of my suspicions. When, at the 

end €4^ the third rubber, just before I asked you for the 

wine, I rose to conceal my agitation at the loss of a sum 

which to one in my circumstances is no trifle, I saw, 

though accidentally, by a single glance, Mr. Bonmot draw 

the cards from the table and substitute, with admirable 

adrntness, another pack — 410 doubt the original one. You 

were engaged at the time in conversation with Lord 

Fiiidue» and therefore did not observe the manceuvre. — 

Bat this is net all. Afterwards your servant informed me^ 

of his own accord, that when he stooped to pick up the 

cards which had dropped from Mr. Bonmot's hands, he 

obeerved Mr. Bonmot change the pack for anc^er which 

he took from his pockety Are you satisfied ?" 

** And Lord Findue, I suppose, wafi cqucemed in this 
vfleplot?'' 

^' No doubt of it. For my own part, I believe bia Ipn)- 
ship is the greater scoundrel of ibe two." 

« Bingular, that men of their birth and educatioii should 
level Aemselves with conmon sharpers !" 

7* 
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'< Why 80 ? Do you suppose that lords and gentknKB 
are never bom villains. Let me tell you, there is tf 
much bad blood flows in noble veins as taints the systew 
of the vulgar. Exclusive of their being seldom subjectedi 
to the temptations of necessity, the pride of rank deten 
the higher classes from indulgence in the petty vioei 
which sully the lives of those who are neither so sensitiTet 
nor so liable, to disgrace ; but when your gentleman caa 
practise a little roguery in the dark, he seldom minds tbe 
fatigue of stooping. Why, Lie vis, I have known a prince 
of the blood to be guilty of a meaner act tikan Bonmot's!" 

" My God ! can it be possible ?" 

<< Possible ? — ^You are young indeed, not to know yet 
what a dirty world it is we live in — where the only differ- 
ence between the nastiness of the vulgar and that of 
better men is, that the one is .covered, while the other 
reeks to heaven in the open sunshine. Alas, my dear 
Levis ! before you are much older, you will learn to keep 
a guard upon your pockets even when you mingle with 
your friends." 

Here the conversation dropped for a minute or two; 
but I soon renewed it, by asking, 

" Do you suppose, Feinton, the roughness of Mr. Bod- 
mot's manners is affected ?" 

" Partly so. He knows it is a good lure to the yooDg 
and inexperienced, who will never suspect a man of bis 
apparently open heart." 
' " And Lord Findue's repulsive formality ?" 
^ ^' Also partly affected, by way of shadow to the lights of 
his associate's character ; — and you cannot deny that the 
chiaro-scuro is perfect of its kind. It may be, however 
that the manners of both are purely natural. If so, aH 
I can say is — they are the best matched company for 
mutual protection I have ever known." ' 

We arrived upon the'ground, and, to my mortificatioD, 
found the opposite party already there. — ^My antagonist 
was not the vapn of yesterday. He was standing erect. 
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with folded arms, and a stem composure in his manly 
form and bold features that amounted even to dignity. 
Feintoh whispered, '* I had no idea he was so much of the 
gentleman." 

The usual arrangements being made by the seconds, wo 
took. our places. At that moment, I felt as if my heart 
had ceased to beat ; — ^it seemed as though I were deprived 
of all the powers of sensation, and yet was I conscious of 
every thing I ought to do, and aware that I did it well. 

Back to back we measured from each other five paces — 
tamed ; — the wo9d was given — ^we fired. I took no aim ; 
. iHit, on the instant, my antagonist uttered a yell of agony, 
i wpnng upwards from the earth, and fell flat upon his face. 
V They raised the body, and turned it on its back ; but 
I it was utterly lifeless, — ^the ball had pierced the heart. I 
I stood gazing on it, without the ability to move — the fatal 
If weapon still grasped in my hand. What would I not have 
given for the power to undo what I had done ! Gladly, at 
the moment, would I have laid down my own life to recall 
the breath to that poor body. Feinton took my arm. 
" Come," he. said ; '*' we must go." I heard him distinctly ; 
bat I did not stir. ^' Are you mad ?" he added, shaking 
me rather rudely, — " It is done, and cannot be altered now. 
You must hasten, unless you would get yourself into diffi- 
cttlty." — ^I looked for the last time at the unfortunate 
B<mmot. " I will never fight again," I said in a low 
voice, — ^and resigning my pistol to Feinton, I followed him 
to the carriage. 

As we rode, my friend made repeated endeavours to 
excite my spirits ; but, finding them all ineffectual, he at 
length desisted, and I spoke not a word till we had arrived 
at the first stopping place. Here, as I prepared to enter 
another carriage, which his care had provided that I might 
proceed without interruption, Feinton took my hand — 
I " We part here," he said. " I would willingly accom- 
} pany you further ; but I must now shifl for myself. Fare- 
well, my friend." 
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"Farewell then, Feinton. I shall never forget ywr 
kindnen to me in this unhappy affair." 

" Farewell !" he repeated, warmly returning the prai- 
ure of my hand ; and he left me. But instantly comiBg 
back — 1^' O, Levis," he said with an appearance of some 
confiisioD, " I have a favour to ask of you ; — my neceasideB 
compel me to it. — Can you accommodate me with i 
thousand pounds till your return ?" 

" Gladly !"-^fbr I was delighted with the opportunity 
of making some return for the favours under which I 
stood indebted to him. I entered the little inn, and drew 
him an order on my banker. 

''Once more — ^fiDurewell !" he said — bis eyes filling 
from a sensibiUty that did him honour. '' May you boob 
recover your spirits, and be as happy as— as you deserre 
to be." 

I shook my head despondingly.. '' Grood b'ye, Feinton. 
I shall hear from you often ?" 

" That you shall ! — Good b'ye." I received not 

so much as a Une from him, nor ever saw him after. 
wards. 

Alagy my dear Levis! said the prophet Feinton, ht- 
foreyouare much older j you mllleam to keep a guard vpm 
your pockets, even when you mingle with your friends. 
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CHAPTER I. 

Their bumble porch with honied flowers 
The euiliiif woodbine** shade embowenh- 
From the nnall garden's thjrmy mound 
Their beee in busy swarms resound — 
Nor Ml Disease, before hi»time, 
Hastes to consume life's golden prime ; 
But, when their temples long have wore 
The silver erown of tresses hoar, 
As studious stiU calm peace to keep, 
Beneath a flowery turf they sleep. 

Wartoji. 

A wMfTEii's dissipation, and I was sick of Paris — sick 
> the heart's core ; for, not satisfied with drinking of 
leasure till my cloyed palate refused the cup, I forced 
lie draught upon me — seeking relief, from the bodily 
Usitude and mental depression consequent upon my de- 
bauchery, by applying as remedies the very causes of 
he disorder. Hence my health began to sink rapidly, 
4id I became subject, during the intervab of my rioting, 
o fits of melancholy^ which alarmed me the more that 
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they were (bo foreign to my natimd character. QfieBik 
these momentS) would the image of poor Bomnot opp 
before me, and his dying cry iring fearfully in mineein^ 
and, then, I would rush into the crowd to smother Ab 
sense of the torture. A change of life was necessaiyto 
save me from utter ruin ; and it came. 

In one of those short lived paroxysms of disgust whkk 
seize on every one of depraved habits, where the vaai 
is not deficient, or rendered wholly swinish by wallowim 
in the same mire of sensuality with the body, — ^in onecC 
these paroxysms of disgust for the vile things with iHiich 
I had surrounded myself under the false idea of pleason 
— ^I mounted my horse, and, attended only by my Frendi 
valet, rode out of the metropolis, with the sole motive of 
fleeing from the sphere of their influence. The atmo- 
sphere of Paris was as loathsome to me as if it wen 
tainted by a pestilence, and I fancied, that with the purer 
air of the country I should inhale a purer spirit. 

For three hours, and more, I rode without intermisnoBy 
only varying the gait of my horse according ta the In* 
mour of my thoughts, — ^letting the bridle hang loosely ob 
his neck when they assumed that pensive shade which ii 
so far from unpleasant, and when they sank into the dark- 
ness of night spurring him to his utmost, with a sudden- 
ness that called from my servant many a half-smothered 
<' mon dieu !" — for Le Gant could accommodate himself 
to all my humours, with a flexibility of character which I 
have never found in any but French servants, and though 
the fellow loved chatting as well as his meat and drink, he 
knew well when it was necessary to observe a fast.— 
Every one, who has visited Paris, must have remarked 
the difference between its environs and those of our own 
metropolis. If you go out of London, you may travel 
for some miles, and still find yourself amid the press and 
bustle of men ; — ^the frequent habitations, the constant 
throng of carriages, and passengers of every description, 
ooming and going, announce the neighbourhood of a 
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mighty city : but, beyond ithe precincts of the French 

capital, almost the first step places you within the solitude 

of the country. I stopped to admire a cottage, situated 

in a romantic little dell, a few yards from the road. There 

was something singular in its appearance, as seen in 

France. It was evidently not a gentleman's villa, nor 

yet the ordinary cottage of a French peasant. It re- 

^ lembled strongly the dwelling of a substantial, or I may 

i^ wealthy, English farmer ; — and in these few words I 

here presented the reader with a picture sufficiently 

fcieible for a work which aims to describe little else than 

Ben and manners. 

( A scene so striking to an Englishman in France could 

I Aot fail of arresting my attention. At any other time, 

I perhaps, I might have stopped, gazed awhile, felt happy, 

^ passed on ; but now, I did more, — ^l thought. I drew 

for myself a picture of the happiness which I supposed 

Oiust be enjoyed in such a place, and contrasted with it 

the foolish vices of my own life, which never failed to 

bring satiety and consequent discomfort, and I said to 

myself — ^' Here then might I be indeed happy ? Here, 

where no temptation can assail from without, and all is 

peace and moderation within, — here might I learn to lead 

a new life, and abjuring my past sinful indulgences, as 

unworthy of my manhood and ripening judgment, sit 

down to acquire, amidst the calm enjoyments of seclu- 

sion, that contempt for grosser pleasure which would 

enable me to pass through the world both happy and re- 

spected." With me to think was to resolve, and the per- 

formance of an act was- almost the same thing with the 

resdhition. Therefore, filled with these silly, romantic 

Dolionsy and without stopping to reflect that I might ee- 

rioosly oflend by the proposal I was about to make, I 

rode up to the house, with the intention of offering my- 

self to the family as a boarder, on any terms, however 

exorbitant, which they themselves might propose. 

Vol. II. 8 
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My senrant was assisdog me to dumoont, when aH 
came ruoDiDg from the houoe, crying in a voice of JQJS 
'* It iaMonneurf ii'ia Monsieur!** I did not recognise Ui 
when he first approached me. 

'' Ah, Mr. Levis, — ^my benefactor ! — You have forgit 
ten me I sec! Aky man Dieu! 1 have not foigottrii 
you."* 

** A thousand pardons — I did not indeed recogM 
you, Mr. Le Bonhomme." 

'' No, you have not the same reason to remember ■• 
that I have to remember you, mofineur.— Bat, yea tfi 
come expressly to see me ? is it not so 1" 

" I have just dismounted for that purpose, as yoo see. 

** Ah, that's true ; how rejoiced I am ! — ^But coBae,yoi 
shall see our wife and daughter. O, motmetfr, they wl 
be so delighted to know you !" — and the honest maneoi^ 
ducted— or rather, dragged me into the house. 

*< Madelene — Nannette — this is Mr. Levis, the yoHg 
gentleman who saved my life, and afterwards treated te 
with so much kindness. Monsieur has done us the honov 
to visit our cottage." 

The wife thanked me, not merely with the vivacity rf 
a Frenchwoman-^her warmth was of the heart,— ^orf 
the language of the heart is much the same all over tbe 
world. Nannette, without a word, turned her full dtii 
eye upon me, and extended her little hand as though she 
meant to place it in mine ; but she only gave it to theoU 
man, while the blush that dyed her cheeks spoke her 
shame at having suffered nature for a moment to step be- 



.< 



ImJ^ ^* reader will compr^iend the necessity of thus corrupting tbe remaealar' 
Tlwre are two other ways of preserving the character of the dialogiie— diha 
by givtng it wholly in French, and then it is not Enf^ish— or wboUy in Eafit^ 
and then it is not French. He will therefore reconcile himself to the eipMli- 
tion of finding a few of tbe untranelateables scattered through thiaTUN 



Book. 



I. I. LIFE OP JEREMY LEVIS. 85 

re propriety. « He is very young, ray father !"* 

id I had only saved a fellpw-creature— *an old man — 
»m being run over in one of the streets of Paris, and 
Dwn him some trifling attentions until he was perfectly 
covered from the fright, — ^no more than I should per- 
ps have done for a lame dog, that was in similar peril ! 
irren as is the tract of human nature, it is dotted here 
d there with a few grateful hearts ; — and, while there is 
le such spot for the strained eye to rest upon and be re- 
3shed, I shall never fear to sicken of the waste. 
Yet may there be, among my readers, some who will 
dilc at Nannette's gratitude. He is very youngytny 
liherf "There," they will say, " behold it all ex- 
iained ! Had Mr. Jeremy Levis been fifly-two instead 
r twenty -two. Mademoiselle Nannette's sense of obliga- 
3n would have been less deeply felt, and compliments 
id found their way to her lips with sufficient ease." Very 
robable. But what then ? Shall we withhold our admi- 
ition from the rainbow, because we have learned to re- 
ard its beauty no longer as supernatural ? H e is very 
Tungy my father ! Poor Nannette ! the roses have long 
ince withered on thy grave.; for they that planted them, 
od kept them from the weed and the worm, have all 
>llowed thee ; but while life remains to me, thy beauti- 
il words, and the music of the voice that uttered them, 
rill often steal upon my memory — one of those few re- 
nembrances that better our condition, like the delicious 
nght-breezes which impart coolness and vigour to the 
anguid frame at the close of a sultry day in summer. 

" No, no, mcmsieury^ said the old man, as I rose to 
ake leave, '* we have got you now, and you shaU ^ai 
^uit us so easily. No, no, you are very good, 




• * Though the my father of the English and the mon ptre of the French are 
■Billy dUferent— the r<oe being of faimUar use, and the other always canying 
«ldi it a certain tone of ftolemnity, — I could not resist the inclination to give 
Am words 81 above, as admirably conveying the softness of sound which made 
tlieiiniple remark so beautifUl from the lips of Nannette, 
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but you muflt not cheat as out of the exercise of our hos- 
pitality." Madame Le Bonhomine added her entreatief 
to those of her husband. 

<< Well, my friends," I said, " it rests with jroursdfw 
entirely whether I remain or not ; — I have a profNwitktt 
to make. When I alighted from my horse, it was not 
because I knew this house as yours, monsiewr ; but I wi9 
pleased with its appearance, and had determined to make 
it my home, provided the family would receive me as a 
boarder. Now, if you will take me as such — very good; 
I shall esteem it, sir, the greatest, favour which you and 
Madame can possibly do me." 

*< Favour ! — and we ? we should be but too happy, iiios- 
siewr; maisy man Dieuf not on such conditions." 

'< O, no-— God forbid !" added m^ame. 

"But " 

The old man drew himself up. << I am sony, Mr. 
Levis should think it necessary to balance, himself, the 
benefit he has conferred on me. I am aware I can 
make no adequate return for it ; but. Monsieur y I am not 
so proud as to feel uneasy under an obligation." 

I saw he was really offended, and I hastened to make 
amends. 

VBe assured, sir, I would never have made the pro- 
posal, had I conceived the possibility of its proving in 
the least degree offensive. But, MansieuTy we are but 
strangers, and to voluntarily put one's self upon a stran- 
ger's hospitality, seems to me an intrusion of no very de- 
licate kind." 

<^ When an act of such generosity passes between two 
individuals, as you displayed towards me, Mr. Levis," 
Md.the old man, bowing very low, with his hand upon 
his breast, " Time has the decency to withdraw, and the 
work of years is done in an instant." 

Of course, to this bon-mot I had nothing to oppose. So 
the matter was settled, and I retired to make some ar 
rangements with my servant. 
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Le Gant heard my intentions with the utmost amaze. 
ment. ^*How, ffiofmeur/" he exclaimed, with a look of 
horrour, aach as he might have assumed had I told him I 
meant to cot my throat,— *<* Monsietur is not serious ?" 

<< Indeed 1 am, Le Gant." 

** My God ! will Monsieur immure himself in this place 
here r 

" Undoubtedly." 

<' ilfiiM^-immure one's self ?— How droll !" 

''And why so, Le Gant?" 

" Because, mofuieur, I have heard that the devil turns 
hermit when he's old ; but I never heard of any one's 
becoming so — ^whether devil or man — while there was a 
single black hair on his head." 

«< And so, you have no taste for the sweets of the coun- 
try, Le Gant ?" 

** Tea, wkmsieur; but I love the sweets of the city much 
better." 

** And do you never tire of them ?" 

*^Eh/ — nuns , Noy monsieur — ^I change too soon 

for that. I take them all in turn ; as soon as one begins 
to lose its flavour, I throw it aside and taste another ; so J. 
am never cloyed. And — with Monsieur^ s permission — if 
Monsieur would adopt the same plan, his would never lose 
bis appetite, and be obliged to come to this horrid place 
to diet upon herbs. But," added the fellow, with a shrug 
of the shoulders, and a very peculiar smile, — " Monsieur 
knows best ! — and we must allowt hat certain sweets are 
much fresher in the country." 

«« What do you mean ?" 

" O ! — mats ! — Monsieur has taste — c^est vn homme d 
homines fortunes ; Mademoiselle is certainly a charming 
girl— ;/atte d peindre.*^ 

<' Silence, scoundrel !" 

" Well ! just as Monsieur pleases ! — ^But" — (lowering 
his voice)— '< if Monsieur desires, I will manage it all 
without any trouble to him !" 

8* 
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<' Silence, I say — this instant !" 

*^Eh/ Mon DieuJ — nutis duMe f-^Mbntimr sMt 

be obeyed — mot^— 4nd Le Gant— -liaving listened ii 
silence to my directions as to the articles of appanll 
should need, and received my orders to return farmB'n 
a week — set off to rest himself and horse at the neaiMt 
inn, wearing, as he rode, an expression of countenance 
that our old acquaintance Mr. Snubbs would have coi» 
dered the perfection of his art. — Had I suddeidy beeome 
pious, I beUeve Le Gant would have done nothing M 
fast and pray from morning to night. 

Before closing the chapter, it will be pnoper to mike 
the reader better acquainted with_the family in which I 
was now temporarily settled. 

The good man himself was upwards of sixty ye^rsoU, 
and somewhat under the middle size, though rathor foU 
in person. His head might have served a painter for the 
model of an apostle's. The high, benevolent forehead, 
which Time had left unwrinkled, the quiet blue eye, and 
the mouth ever placid, save when a smile of amenity 
curled it for a moment, harmonized well— or, to use a 
technical word, which those flies that light on everything 
to spoil it (I mean the reviewers) have converted into a 
mere cant phrase, were in excellent keeping with his bald 
crown and its venerable circlet of silver hairs. Nor did 
the manners of the old man disagree with his appearance; 
for, except when unusually excited ( — as, for instance, 
when he rushed from the house to meet me — ), he was 
rather grave in deportment — though without austereness. 
— He was the son of a rich and respectable banker, who, 
being involved in the failure of another, destroyed him- 
self in a fit of despair, leaving this, his only child, almost 
destitute of the means of existence. The young man, 
who was then on his travels, was thus obliged to accept 
the first employment that offered. After suffering many 
reverses during the whole summer of his life, the greater 
part of which period was passed in England, he at length 
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settled himself in this spot. Here he had now lived for 
tirenty-oiie years — ^having earned, by his own unassisted 
industry, sufficient wealth to enable him to enjoy at his 
ease all the comforts, and many of the luxuries of life, 
and hapfiy in the possession of an amiable wife^ and a 
daiighter, who was in her parent's eyes all that a parent's 
heart could desire. 

Hie wife was at least twenty years younger than her hus- 
jband. She was a woman of considerable natural talents, 
though evidently very little improved by education, and was 
possessed of a more than ordinary share of beauty. There 
was, however, nothing remarkable in this latter quality. 
It was of the usual character to be found in her country. 
women^-set off by that peculiar vivacity which never 
lea.ves a Frenchwoman, however old, till the day of her 
death, and which I have noticed flourishes never with 
greater laluriance, than at that period of life, when an 
Englishwoman generally settles down in an armed-chair 
by the fire-side, the fat, dozing, good-natured grand- 
nama. 

Nannette struck me as uncommonly handsome — un- 
commonly, even in a country where I never saw a female 
that I thought decidedly ugly,^--except, perhaps, it was an 
old or a blind one. A figure short, but formed in the finest 
mould, and possessing, to an exquisite degree, that flexi- 
bility which we look for in vain in the stifily-laced belies 
of fashionable life, — a head turned with a beauty I never 
saw equalled — (but in her, of whom it must be my me- 
lancholy task to speak in the Fifth Book), and set upon a 
swan-like neck with a grace, of which I can give the 
Reader no better description than by referring him to 
some fine statue he may have seen of female loveliness, 
o^ bidding him take the pencil of his imagination, and 
portray what he would consider the perfection of grace- 
fulness in that part, which gives more effect than any 
other to the female form, — a forehead moderately high, 
and even as the polished marble, — eyes whose dark 
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beauty was ever changeable, at one moment sparkling 
with gaiety, and the next softened to that melancholy 
expression which is so fascinating, because it always ex- 
cites in us a wish to console the party thus appareatly 
distressed in mind ( — and pity is a dangerous feeling to- 
wards women — ), — a nose whose only fault was its being 
a little too large, — a mouth, though not smaU, well enough 
formed for the mere matter of lips, and beautified with a 
child-like innocence of expression, somewhat singular ia 
u girl of twenty, — and a chin turned in a manner that 
corresponded well with the rare symmetry of the head 
and neck — were certainly points which would have been 
considered admirable in any country. Yet these were 
not all ; for Nannette's understanding was a fine one, 
and, though it had not received much regular culture, 
the care of her father had improved it to a state that 
would have done credit to many women of a higher 
sphere of life. And then her manners were so attractive 
— half artless, half coquettish ; nature, or what she wished 
to do, ever seeming to contend with her knowledge of 
decorum, or what she had been taught to do. And ludj, 

she loved her parents so truly ! <* If this picture be 

accurate," you will say, "Nannette wanted but litdeof 
being a perfect beauty." I cannot answer — ^I may have 
exaggerated; but, if so, I am excusable, as you will 
promptly allow ere you have read much further. 
. Such were the individuals composing the little family 
in which I was now an inmate. And, as such, could they 
be otherwise than happy ? They were happy. When 1 
entered their dwelling, it was the house of gladness y but 
with me, though innocent, came the accursed blight, and 

I left it — ^the abode of wretchedness so pitiable ! ^better 

had it been desolate, the rank grass choking up its door- 
way, and the owls hooting in its chambers ! 
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CHAPTER 11. 

Now o*er the one half world 
Natttre seems dead, and wicked dreams abase 
The curtain'd sleep; now witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate's oflfering ; and witber'd Murder 
Alaram'd by his sentinel, the wolf. 
Whose howrs his watch^ thus with his stealthy pace, 
With Tarqain*s ravishing strides, towards his design 
Moves like a ghost. 

Macbeth. 

• 

The last day of the week I was to spend with my kind 

entertiiiners was drawing to its close, when a stranger of 

some importance arrived at the cottage. He was unac- 

companied by friend or servant ; but, to judge from the 

soiled state of the little one-horse carnage in which he 

came, and the jaded appearance of the animal that drag. 

ged it, he had journeyed from some distance ; and a large 

tmnky attached to the vehicle, seemed to announce its 

owner's intention of making no flying visit.i^ In answer 

to my host's salutation and look of inquiry, he extended, 

with great awkwardness of manner, a sealed letter; which 

the old man opened, and read aloud, as follows : — 

*' Dear friend, — 

'< With this you will welcome . no less a person 
** than my son Charles. You will find him, I trust, every 
<< thing that a parent could wish his son to appear, or 
'* that you can desire to meet in the future husband of my 
'^ little favourite. — I will write none of the thousand 
<^ things I have to tell you, as I wish not to deprive myself 
** of the pleasure of relating them with my own lips, 
'' when we meet two weeks from this day. 
" Wholly yours, 
« dear friend, 

^* Charles Le Gendbe," 
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This letter was dated four days back. 

** Ah, my friend ! my son !" exclaimed the old man, 
when he had finished it, rushing into the stranger's aims, 
and kissing him repeatedly on either cheek, — ^< how de- 
lighted I am to see you ! But," he added, inthui 

air of disappointment he could not wholly conceal, as he 
held the young man from him in order to study his coun- 
tenance, " you do not resemble your father at all, Charies! 
However, I recollect now, he wrote me to that effect long 
ago ; — but he said you were the image of your mother— 
and she had, I think-^ — but it's of no importance. Ton 
must know our good wife ; and here, this is our daughter, 
my little Nannette — ^kiss her, boy !" 

Le Gendre shook hands with the mother, but touched 
the cheek of his future wife with, as I thought, an indif- 
ference that did him little credit, as shown towards a girl 
of Nannette's beauty. 

'< And this young gentleman," continued Mr. Le Bon- 
homme, " you must learn to esteem and love for my sake, 
Charles. It is Mr. Levis." 

Charles bowed low, eyeing me with a rapid and suspi- 
cious glance. I returned the bow, without pa3dng any 
regard to the look that accompanied it; for, I thought, 
— ^It is very natural that he should feel some jealousy, find- 
ing me established here on such good terms with the head 
of the house. — 

The ceremony of introduction thus over, my venerable 
friend put some questions to Le Gendre, relative to his 
family, which the latter answered with a singular close- 
ness — as though he were unwilling to use more words 
than were absolutely necessary, — as for instance : — 

" And how did you leave my old friend, your father?" 
asked the old man ; " I have not seen him but twice since 
the. day we agreed together upon the union of his little 
boy with my Nannette, and that is— let me see — twenty 
years ago, when you and she were infants in the cradle. 
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Does he still enjoy the same robust health as for- 
merly r 

" I thank you,, sir, the same." 

<*And I suppose he is as devoted as ever to his 
business ?" 

"Ye8,Mr." 

<< Well ! it will be the better, Charles, without doubt, 
for you and my Nannette ; but I would rather your good 
father 'would give over his exertions, and settle himself at 
ease with me, as he has promised ; for, thanks to God, I 
have enough for both of you, my children — and that, with 
what he may be able to afford, will enable you to live with 
every comfort. But your father was always industrious, 
my Charles ?" 

"Always, sir." 

" Industry is a great virtue, certainly ; yet even the 
ant takes repose in winter. — ^But tell me, Charles, why 
does your father defer his coming till two weeks later ? — 
Pm surprised he is not here with you." 

" He would have accompanied me, sir ; but a particular 
press of business detained him." 

"Yes — and then Mr. Charles was troubled with a very 
natural impatience to see Miss Nannette," said the old man 
with a happy smile, — " eh ? is it not so ?" Mr. Charles 
thought proper to hang his head, affecting the decency of 
a blush ; but his face did not colour the breadth of a pim- 
ple. " O, but — never be ashamed of the feeling, my son ! 
I like you the better for it." 

At the supper table, however, Le Gen^e behaved with 
more ease ; but it was the ease of an awkward man ;-^ 
that is to say, it was not the ease of manner which some 
men have from nature, nor yet that which others acquire 
by good breeding, but the ease of one who, finding himself 
in a society superior to that to which he has been accus- 
tomed, and. knowing that if he suffers his feelings to get 
the better of him he shall meet, with ridicule, puts himself 
into a worse plight by assuming an indifference he doe^ 
not labour under— -thinking, thus, to outftice the difficulty. 



94 SIXTY YEARS OF THE BK. III. 

The young gentleman naturally addressed the priaci{»al 
part of his conversation to Nannette ; but it was mere | 
fustian^ and produced no other impression upon his in. 
tended than that of disgust. With the mother, howeferi 
it passed current — much to my surprise ; and even the 
fa^er, though he occasionally manifested certain equivocti 
sjrmptoms of discontent, seeing in Le Gendre the son of 
his ancient friend, listened with delight to what, under 
other circumstances, he would scarcely have tolerated. 

Nannette's disgust, indeed, may be attributed to another 
cause besides the one above mentioned. The appeannee 
. of Monsieur Le Gendre was not altogether such as a gill 
of her temperament would admire.— He was tall, and rather 
slender, — and well enough shaped, as far as regarded the 
mere breadth of his shoulders, waist, and hips, in their 
relative proportions, and the outline of his limbs was suf- 
ficiently correct ; but then, the former parts were deficient 
in the point of thickness, and the latter could not be con- 
sidered complete as long as the outline needed filling up. 
Moreover, the machine was so abominably ungraceful is 
its movements. It was active, to be sure ; but so is a 

steam-engine. ^The man's head was a very good head — 

for the bow.window of a barber's shop : — ^The complex- 
ion was immaculate — but inanimate ; the forehead wae 
smooth, but not of that kind which betokens intellect,— 
for the organs of vision certainly stood full as far in ad- 
vance of the countenance ; the pale blue eyes, overarched 
with light-coloured brows (so regularly pencilled, that, 
had they belonged to a lady, the tweezers might have 
been approached and found useless), projected like thos 
of a crab, but without the lustre of the crab's eyes,-— for 
no eyes of painted glass could be more cold and dead in 
their expression ; the nose thin, and straight, and most 
unexceptionable in the angle which it formed with the rest 
of the face, would have been thought beautifiil, if seen 
across Grosvenor-square, or Lincoln'sJnn-fields, — ^but, 
when you approached it, you discovered it was too sharp 
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*einity, and that the nostrils were dispr<^r- 
rge, crescentic in s^ape, and dilated like those 
; and the mouth, though small, was a meie slit 
lesh, turned in (as a semstress would say) and 
r-— totally devoid of expression — and almost 
r colour.-^Hts age I should set down as full 
renty years, but for my old friend's inliniation 

the same as Nannette's. - 
ly own opinion of Le Gendre^ — I took a dislike 

the moment I saw him. And this dislike was 
ns lessened by his indtfierence to the charms 
ided. Even now, in my old days, I feel little 

for a youth that is insensiUe to female love- 
it then, I thought that to show no delight at 
eauty was to prove one's self a mere tortoise of a 

the poor, living clod, whom woman could not 
it doze away his existence in a like listlessness 
iner feeling of our nat^re^ a moral sluggard. 
IS, I would rather have seen the fellow's eyes 
Nannette with the beastliness of lust, than rest 
leautiful face withyso dull and leaden a stare ! 
the man justice, there were, ^ however, some 
ich did brush the ashes from the coals of his 
elicet, the heavy teapot, sugardish, spoons, and 
&les of plate upon the table ; - and once^ when 
onhomme drew from his pocket a magnificent 
ih studded with diamonds, which his father, in 
of his prosperity, had given him just before he 
a his travels, and which the son, with a noble 
d refused to part with, even when struggling for 
nstence, — ^wfeen our host^ I say, displayed this 
e pupils of Le Gendre's eyes shone widi a meteor 
'hich every body knows is a glare very bright/ 
7 transient. 

uttJe circumstances passed unnoticed by the 

^^ elect ; and, after supper. Monsieur the in- 

ouanijig enough to engage him to tell the 

9 
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history oi his own life, which oocnpied die old man i 
bed time, and made him so happy^ that* when the &■! 
parted for the night, he bade God bless Le Gendre, wi 
a fervency that would have brooght tears into my ej 
had the benediction been bestowed on any other objed 

The apartment assigned to the new guest was dhnd 
opposite to mine. On turning to answer my "Go 
night," Le Grendre repeated the look «f jealous scnrti 
with which he had thought proper -to honour me oa 1 
introduction to my acquaintance. I would have reton 
the compliment with one of contempt ; biit the respec 
owed the family restrained my spirit ;-^4>eaides it i 
eirident, from Le Gendre's manner, that the look i 
meant to be covert. — Poor fellow ! — I said to myself 
I closed my door and commenced the <>peration of i 
dressing, — he is sadly Jealous ! — ; and my last reft 
tion, as I blew out the light before my looking glasi^ i 
— and he has reason tP he, poor fellow ! — 

I lay on my bed — but not to sleep. To-monow i 
the day, when, according to my arrangements, I sboi 
leave the hospitable. family in whose society I had pan 
a week of real happiness. It was as if I had to leavi 
land of verdure to pant amid the sands of a desert. ' 
tell the truth, I feared to Te-encounter the temptatioiis 
the city; for I. knew that my present goodness wat 
mere fit, which jnight last a week longer, or two weeks 
or three— or even a month perhaps, but would certaii 
have its termination at no distant period, and I felt assm 
that, by remaining for some length of time isolated, ai 
were, from these temptations, and thus forced to be gc 
in despite of myself^ habit would finmish me with arsM 
of [Hroof against the insidious attacJcs of pleasure* 1 
inducement, to the course of virtue I thus proposed ton 
self, was not merely the internal satisfaction arising ft 
the consciousness of duty performed, — ^mnr the grea 
exemption from bodily' ills, and consequent increai 
cheerfulness of spirits, attendant upon tempefance,-H 
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yvt, that aIl*powerfiil motive to every decency of life, th< 

iwpect of iiieii,*-bat an inducement somewhat more sub. 

Mantial. My affection for Mary Ame had its origin in 

dial happy teason when Virtue first made her resting 

place w^fain my bosom, and its hours of sickness and 

lecovery were all dated with the latter's departures and 

reduiuu Hence at the present time it glowed with more 

than ufloal vigour ; and, as I had often before flattered 

myself^ the possession of Mary occurred to me as the 

anly positive means of effecting a change in my unsteady 

hahita. That it was highly improbable I should ever have 

this means within my power I -did not regard ; it sufficed 

warn that it was not impossible : — the very height at which 

the prize was held increased my eagerness to climb to 

its poaaesnon. ' From my own fanciful marriage 

my thenghts naturally turned to the approaching union 

of Naanette with Le Gendre ; and I found full matter 

for reflection in the unsuitableness of the match, and the 

firily of the parent in betrothing his daughter when an 

infiuit. — *- Under these circumstances Sleep found no 

opportunity of approaching my eyelids. 

The clock in the hall struck twice, and found me still 
wakeful. I was listening with a pleasurable melancholy 
to the last stroke of the second hour, as its dying sound 
vibrated through the silent house, when suddenly a faint 
light glimmered from beneath the door of my apartment, 
spread itself upon the floor, then, flickering for a moment 
on the walls, abruptly disappeared, as though the flame 
which produced it were hastily extinguished. Directly 
afterwards, my attention being roused by this incident, I 
heatd that peculiar half heavy, half crackling* noise, 
which is often given by the planks of a staircase^ when 
we attempt to ascend or descend it cautiously on tiptoe, 
and barefooted. These circumstances were not worth 
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regarding, as they were easily aeeounted fhr, by nippoamg 
my neighbour was going out on some occasion, and «w 
considerately regulating his steps so as not to disturiblhe 
family ; but, as I turned over on my pillow, I heard tfae 
same sound at the door of my room, and then a coavuhife 
breathing, as of some person listening at the key-liole 
with an anxiety that increased the very agitation he sought 
to suppress. I lay perfectly still. Presently th^ breiA- 
ing ceased, and I thought I could distinguish the footsteps 
taking the same direction as before. A horrid suspicioa 
rushed across my brain — of what I know not,— HDorknsir 
I then ; but, though undefined, it was of something hor» 
rible, for I well remember the icy shivering that passed 
through my checks at the moment. 

I rose, and, throwing my morning-gown around me, 
opened the door. The passage was ntterly dark. 1 
listened attentively ; no sound could be heard save the 
ticking of the clock in the hall below. I felt my way 
along the walls to the staircase, when, leaning over te 
baluistrade, I saw a light shining which appeared to come 
from a remote pait of the hall. It was stationary for a 
moment ; then it seemed as though the candle or lamp 
were taken up and carried into a room, or around the 
angle of another passage ; for the bright light, which had 
partly illuminated the hall, moved rapidly, yet regularly, 
along the floor and walls, then disappeared, leaving merely 
a feeble glimmer like that of dawn, so that I could just 
distinguish the foot of the staircase. 

For one moment I hesitated. Then, recollecting the 
suspicious breathing at the door, I gathered my gown 
around me, and softly descended the stairs, gently plac- 
ing, every now and then, the palm of my hand against 
the wall, to prevent my stumbling. Luckily I reached ' 
the bottom without making the least noise. 

I now perceived, with alarm, that the light issued from 
the room occupied by my host and his wife. — With a 
beating heart I glided rapidly through the entry. I entered 
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life room. There, by the side of the bed where lay the 

l^ood old man and his partner, stood the figure of Le 

Gemdre completely dressed as for a journey. His back 

was towards me ; but the light, from a little dark-lantern 

on the hearth, showed his left hand on the old man's watch 

(which huDg at the head of the bed), and his right armed 

with a long poniard, which however he held beside him. 

laaw this at once, the moment I set my foot within the 

loom ; the very next moment, before I could advance 

another step, the robber withdrew his hand from the 

watch, and rapidly elevated the poniard as if to strike. 

It is probable that this action was merely used to discover 

if the old people were really asleep ; for the man could not 

have been fool enough to design an unnecessary murder, 

which nmst immediately alarm the house and place his 

own life in jeopardy. But I had then no time for this 

cool reflection : — I saw the weapon elevated, and I sprang 

forward with. a loud cry. The villain attempted to turn ; 

bat it was now too late for him-^his arms were already 

encircled in mine. At the same moment Le Bon- 

boBune and his wife awoke, and the former sprang from 
the bed. 

I found in Le Gendre I had to contend with a much 
stronger man than I had supposed him. His was one of 
those deceptive figures, which, to judge firom their skele- 
ton appearance, are scarcely able to support their own 
weight, bat, in reality, are all nerve and musele — and, in 
the absence of fat, possessed of prodigious activity. His 
arms, as I held them down, felt like iron. Besides this 
adrantage in strength, the weapon he still held prevented 
my changing for a better the awkward hold I had upon 
him ; for, the moment I should relax my grasp, my fate 
was certain. 

The struggle was fearful. Le Gendre spoke not a 
word ; but he writhed his iron frame in every direction, 
eadearouring to throw me backward. However, if his 
strength was far superior to mine, his activity, great as it 

9* 
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was, yielded to that which I possessed, and his effoite 
were for a few moments idle. At length h^* entangkd ^-^ 
one of bis feet in my long morning-gown, and I fellbadu 
ward, drawing him upon top of me. Just then, the oid 
man cried out^ << Hold him one moment longer, monsieur, \rz. 
and we are safe !'■ This cry precipitated my fate. The 
villain threw all his powers into one violent effort. Mj 
strength was already nearly exhausted ;-— the attempt suc- 
ceeded. He relieved himself from my arms — turned 
rapidly round — planted his knee upon my stomach — vo^ 
driving the poniard deeply into my lefl breast, near the 
shoulder, sprang upward to his feet. But at that instaiiC L^ 
a pistol was fired, and his brains were mingled with the >. 
blood that flowed profusely from my own wound. 

I was suffopating. The old man drew the dead body 
off me, covered decently my limbs, and supporting my 
head on his knees, staunched the wound with a handke^ 
chief, while his wife, kneehng opposite him, tenderly 
wiped the mingled gore and matter from my face. By 
the side of her mother stood Nannette — ^her features 
white as the night-robe .which enveloped her beautiful 
limbs — , with her hands crossed before her, and her tear- 
ful eyes fixed upon my countenance with an expression 
that almost made me slight the pain I suffered. Around, 
on either side, were the domestics — with horrour, anxiety, 
or curiosity depicted in their various faces, according as 
they stood affected. — "So one spoke. There was a dead 
silence for some seconds, when the gardener asked if he 
should not go to Paris for a surgeon. ^ 

<« O, this instant ! in the name of God !" exclaimed 

Jhis master. "O monsieur !" the old man then 

added ; but his looks expressed even more than these 
simple words, and his tears fell fast upon my cheeks. 
The wife too wept over me, raising my hand to her lips 
and kissing it. But the daughter stood still, as before. 

Luckily, to interrupt a scene like thii9, 1 recollected suf- 
ficient of my surgical studies to prescribe what -ought to 
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» done in my case, under its immediate circumstances. 
BOinette went for the requisite articles. I was lifted, and 
id upon tlie old man's bed. Nannette returned, and bound 
ke^bandages, herself, with a steady hand. The next 
linute she iainted in her mother's arms. 

The surgeon arrived at daylight. He had skill, and 
'as a man of some humour. 

<' You have narrowly escaped, monsieur," he said ; 
bat in a month I trust you will be well, with God's bless- 
g — and so good a nurse," glancing his eye with a smile 
>on Nannette. For that time Nature completely tri- 
nphed with Nannette : — she looked at her mother in- 
liringly. 

^* Yes,^' said Mitdame, " we all will nurse him — and God 
lall aid us.'' 

The old man could only utter " O monsieur !" as be- 
>re, and burst into tears. The surgeon turned aside, — 
e was a man of feeling too ! 

" Tell me, monsieur," said I quickly, to my venerable 
iend, while I took his hand, — << how did you discover the 
>al character of that unfortunate impostor soon enough 
I render me such proin)it assistance?" 

<< By his dress, the fiislol thrust in his coat ( — ^which 
ou did not perhaps notice, monsieur — )j the poniard, 
nd the little dark-lantern* And then, monsieur, — ^we 
new you." 

<<True ; I had forgotten the circumstances you men. 
oned." 

<< We hope you will forget all, monsieur, but the gray 
isin yoo have twice saved, and the little family you have 
irice made hlE^ipy. We never shall forget." 

** Peste /" swore the surgeon, taking a monstrous pinch 
f snuff, ** I will be off without my breakfast, unless you 
mckly drop the curtain." 
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CHAPTER m. 

Rt plus qaam veliem Jam OMuscxut amor. 
lUe quidem malim iateat 

t?cd male diadmulo ; quit flnim eelareric i(nem, 
Lumine qui semper inrodltur ipse aao 7 

Or.-^Eput. 

The catastrophe of the preceding chapter is easily ex- 
plained. 

The trunk which the false Le Grendre had brought witb 
him was found open, and partly filled — the rest of its 
contents being, probably, the valuable articles of clothing 
which were discovered packed up, together with a casket 
containing a necklace of noble pearls (doubtless, oiigi* 
nally intended as a present to Nannette), in a small psTt- 
nianteau, which the gardener and coachoiany on going to 
the stable with the purpose of preparing the carriage to 
fetch the surgeon from Paris^ found fastened on the finest 
of Mr. Le Bonhomme's horses, — the thief having sad- 
dled the animal and tied him to the stable-door ready for 
flight. The horrible suspicions excited by these circun- 
stances were all confirmed the next day, in the following 
manner. Two young boys, in wandering through a 
wood, some miles distant from Mr. Le Bonhomme's resi- 
dence, were surprised to find a deep cylindrical hole, 
which had long been their favourite place of amusement, 
and which they had themselves partly dug, filled up, ap- 
parently with earth. Their curiosity induced them to 
throw ofif the earth for some inches, when they discovered 
a dead body buried, with its head downwards. This was 
identified, by many particulars, with the person of the real 
Charles Le Gendre. Moreover, the body of the robber 
was sworn to by an innkeeper, and several of his family^ 
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L8 that of a man whom they had seen set out in company 
¥ith Le Gendre, having heard the latter imprudently 
dffer him, though not an hour's acquaintance, a seat be- 
side him in the little carriage. It is probable, that, during 
the ride, the unfortunate youth boasted, in the gayety of 
his heart, of the 'wealth he had with him and his prospects 
ot approaching happiness, and shewed his companion the 
letter to Mr. Le Bonhompne — which, by inspiring the vil- 
lain with the hope of a second spoil, was the means of 
bringing him- to a just punishment. 

The surgeon had not overrated Mademoiselle Le Bon- 
homme's abilities as a nurse ; — she was, indeed, but too 
attentive for her own happiness.*-^! had not been many 
days under her care, when I discovered certain pecu- 
liariUes' in Nannette's deportment, which forced me to 
conclude, that the poor girl had unfortunately conceived a 
strong attachment for me. Generally, one or other of 
her parents passed the greater part of the day in my 
compcmy, and, not unfrequently, in the afternoon the 
whole little family — ^father, mother, and daughter — would 
be seated in my apartment, endeavouring to divert me by 
every means which their grateful hearts suggested. On 
such occasions ( — when the old man, perhaps, was read- 
ing aloud for my* amusement, or conversing with me, and 
his wife sewing as she listened — ) whenever I suffered 
my attention to stray to Nannette, I invariably found her 
eyes fixed on mine with a tenderness of expression I could 
not but understand ; and then, when thus detected, she 
would depress them, in a confusion apparently most dis- 
tressing. At other times, when she brought me in some lit- 
tle delicacy, which she herself had made, thinking I might 
relish it, — if, in extending it to me, her fhigers happened to 
toach mine, I could perceive her whole frame quiver with 
delight, while a blush, partly of shame, would mantle her 
cheeks with the richest crimson. Again — whenever I 
addressed her particularly (which, from the terms of inti. 
macy and affection that now existed between me and the 
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family, I always did by her Chrinttaa' name, as tkoq^ 
she were a sister), her face would become radiam widi 
pleasure ; and if at such times I added any eodeanig 
epithet, her dark eyes would sparkle for an inatant, ari 
then, by a rapid change, become quenched in tears. 

I saw these indications of attachment with 8orrow«HNl 
that I affect to say I was not flattered by them ; for whooit 
dear Reader, would they not havp flattered ?— but btcanse 
such attachment could only be productive of misery to 
the unfortunate girl, in as much as it was out* of my power 
to make her any return However, it occurred to me 
that the conclusion I have above mentioned plight hsfe 
been too hastily adopted, being drawn from no other pre- 
mises than mere suspicions. I therefore endeavoured to 
forget it. But it soon proved.to be reasonable. 

One afternoon Nannette remained alone with me.— Het 
mother was confined to her room by sickness, and the 
old man, being obliged to visit the metropolis, had desired 
his daughter to stay and find me aimusement.— -Afiei 
talking on many trifling subjects, on all of which Nan* 
nette appeared unusually dull, it struck me to sound hei 
feelings on the marriage which her father had proposed 
for her, and which had been so awfully prevented when I 
almost on the point of celebration ; and,* without stopping 
to reflect to what the question might lead, I said to her, 

''Tell me, Nannette— did you ever see the ill-fated 
young man who was betfothed to you ?" 

She replied in the negative. 

" No ? And yet you were prepared to love him 1" 

'' Love him ?" she answered, with a look and an em- ' 
phasis I but too well understood, " O, no ! never !**. 

"And why not?" . 

<< Because, monsieur, love is not made at pleasure. > It 
depends upon the will of neither father nor mother— «or 
upon our own wishes. I would have morrted Mr. LeGeodre, 
because by so. doing I should render my father happy.— 
Besides, I could never be miserable with a man of m\ 
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lilner's Ghoonng*— But to hve him ! O, no ! never, moo- 



<^ And pngTs" I asked, with a smile, " what may be 
Mm Nsonette's notions of love f^ 

'<Toa jest,** answered my fair nurse, pouting her 
beaatMU lips half playfully, half in anger,-— << I will not 
teOjKflu'' 
** Well then, Nanoette, I will be serious/' 
^LoTO, nxmsienr-— but you must not laugh^at me ! — 
Lofre, real Ioto, is that one passion within whose rortex 
all others of the heart are swallowed. These may rule 
with divided power, or alternately ; but love^ the moment 
it enthrones itself in the soul, treads all other feelings in 
the doat, and sways us with ai tyrant's sceptre. The 
source of virtue or of crime, love raises us above our 
natore*. or siiiks us below the brutes. It is a fire — ^which, 
if it be net quenched at once, consumes ev^ry thing within 
its reach, and bums until the fuel that maintained it be 
ezhansted,— ^en nothing is lefl, save the dead ashes, to 
maik the spotwher^ it once raged." 

This was singular language for Nanriette. I knew her 
mind to be of no vulgar order ; but I had never heard 
her speak before with so much energy. Her eloquence 
was alarming ; for it marked the strength of the passion 
that had set it in motion. 

*^ You are very romantic, Nannette ; yet you talk like 
a philosopher." 

" You laugh at me, monsieur ; I have done." 

«< Nay — ^but proceed. Only tell me whence you de- 
rive those sentiments." 

*< From their fountain-head — the heart, lliat is," she 
added, in some confusion, ^^l know — I feel such must be 
love when it has cmce crept to the breast." 

^ And could you feel such love, Nannette ?" 

<* Could I ?" she exclaimed — Nature resuming all her 
fermer supremacy— << could i feel such love, you ask 
me 1 O ! for him I love— him, whom I hold enshrined in 
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this little heart, the idol before whose altar all' my thouglits 
and feelings bow," — and as she spoke, she folded ber 
small, hands upon her bosom and raised her glowing eyes 
to heaven — << for him ! there is no sacrifice I wouid not 
makd, — ^with him, there b no toil I could not undergo. 
Leaning on his loved bosom, I could wander through t 
desert, nor feel the hot sands that scorched my footsteps; 
by his sidQ, I could toil amid rocks, nor grudge the suf- 
fering which must earn from their scanty soil ourmeagie^ 
subsistence. For him I could forsake every thingT— father, 
mother — ^heaven ! — all, all, for him ! *• His people AioxM. 
be my people, and his gods my gods.' " The enthusiast 
paused gasping, and, turning her eyes upoa me, became 
deadly pale* But it was for an instant only ; the neit, 
with electrical quickness, she had assumed the air of a 
coquette ; and dhe added — *' But you shall have no more 
of this fanciful picture ; for I cannot see, monsieur, what 
right you have to twist her secret thoughts from a silly 
girl like me." And she danced, or rather ran, from the 
room. 

— ^My God ! — I exclaimed inwardly, — has it al- 
ready come to this ? Can I be indeed loved by this poor 
girl with a fervour that is almost madness?-^— and, for a i 
moment, reason, and the image of Mary sunk before the 
thought; but I shut my eyes to the dangerous fascina- 
tion, shuddering to think of the precipice, down which 
a moment'a dizziness might tumble me. — ^Psha ! — I 
said, — It cannot be! The girl is an enthusiast !— she 
is young, and has read too many novels.-* I was yet to 
learn. 

In about an hour Nannette returned, with a cup of tea 
in her hand. As I had just laid, myself upon the bed, 
it occurred to me, that, by counterfeiting sleep, I might 
perhaps discover some less equivocal evidence of the real 
nature of her sentiments than any 1 could gather from 
her language. Accordingly, as she approached, I shut 
my eyes in such a manner, thai, while I could see suffi- 
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tly, their lids should have the appearance of being 
pletely dosed. 

anaeUa diew near. " Are you asleep, Mr. Levis ?" 
wbispered. I lay perfectly still. She set down the 
.cup upon a stand, and sofUy approached my bed's side. 
wnm the last hour of the day. The red light of the 
iag sun shone through the half closed shutters of the 
dowB upon her soil cheek, adding a deeper hue to the 
li that already tinged it. She leaned over me, and 
i^l to listen to my breathing. « He sleeps," I heard 
murmur, — << I wiU not disturb him." (kie of my 
da lay open over the edge of the bed. Nannette ap- 
ached her own to it timidly, and touched the palm 
1 her velvet fingers. The touch was light as an in- 
.t*s ; but I could feel the hot arteries beating as if they 
nld burst the delicate skin, and my own began to throb 
th a Ibrce that threatened to betray me. She removed 
r hand with a gentle sigh, and bent her face near to 
le. Her eyes were glowing with a feeling whose ex- 
ssston I durst not trust myself to look upon, and 1 was 
ced to close mine own. Presently I felt her warm 
»th upon my cheek ; but the next instant it was gone 
though I could hear, distinctly, the loud beating of her 
irt. I looked again. Nannette was gazing timidly 
Mind her, as if. she dreaded some person might be 
Iching her actions. — Again the beautiful girl bent over 
) ; and again I closed my eyes. A second time I felt 
r breath upon my cheek ; and, the next moment, her 
ming lips were lightly touched to mine, then instantly 
thdrawn. She was in a delirium. I too was in a de- 
ium : — my heart beat so audibly, she must have h<eard 
had she not been, for the moment, in a manner ins^nsi. 
»•— -I ventured to open my eyes once more. It was just 
time to see Nannette snatch with eagerness the little 
t crucifix which always hung from hei neck, and kiss it 
pturoualy* << Holy Virgin !" I heard the poor girl ex. 
lim, '^save me from these sinfiil thoughts!" Then, 
Vol. n. 10 
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rushing to the window, she threw herself upon a chair, 
and sohbed. 

I waited till the violence of my own emotions was 
somewhat abated ; and then I said, softly, *^ Is thatyou, 
NanneUe ?" 

" Yes, monsieur," jshe answered, stifling her sobs. 

" Come near me, Nannette/' And my beautiful nurse 
was in a moment by my side. 

<^ Are you not well ?" I asked, with tenderness, while I 
took her trembling hand. It was barbarous in me thus 
to probe her feelings ; but I was a man — a young man 
too—, and I could not resist the temptation to know how 
well I was beloved by such a woman. 

" Do not ask me," she murmured, — " I am — I am vevf 
well^^ndecd I am," — and, turning aside her head, bunt 
into tear?. 

" Nay, dear Nannette," I said, sinking my voice to its 
softest tone, " you are unhappy — your eyes are red with 
weeping. Tell me — what is it, dear Nannette ?" 

Tliis was too much for the already overcharged heart 
of the girl. All her feelings rushed at once to her lipsj 
and nature completely triumphed. 

** Too cruel !" she sobbed — drawing from me the band 
I still was holding — " Do not call me by that name again! 
— and in that voice too ! — I cannot bear it — ^indeed I can- 
not ! — it will kill me !" — and the unhappy maiden rushei 
from the room, burying her face in her hands. 

And was I contented, now that I had torn the secret 

from hef bleeding heart? Ask at your own breast, my 

Reader. 

That' night there was a fever in my brain. The images 
of Mary and Nannette alternately swam before me, in 
visions — ^not of happiness — ^but of almost damning tor- 
ture, — and when I woke the next morning, I resolvedU^ 
save, if possible, both myself and the daughter of mykiad 
host from the gulf over which her passion had plaeed v» 
both, by the only means still left in my power— by fully 
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ning to her the impossibility of my returning her 
.on, and then departing firom her father's house for 
The step was a bold one ; but beneath was yawn- 
le aby89 — and I took it* 



CHAPTER IV. 

ThlHk 4t not pride, « 

"Or my new fortunes swell me to contemn yot^; 
Tbink less, that I want eyes to see your beauty ; 



but— 



. -— ask the stars. 
Which have imposed love on us, like a fate, 
Why mindlB are bent to one, and fly another 1 
Afrtc why all beauties caanet move all hearts 1 
For though there may 
Be made a rule for colour, or for feature, 
There can be none for likhig. 

JIfarriage ^-la-Mode. 

r the execution did not immediately follow the re- 
; for, in all that day, Nannette appeared not,-— nor 
Km the next. I became alarmed. Could she be 

The violent excitement her feelings had undergone 
ery likely to produce such a result upon a frame so 
te as hers. But then, were that the case, her 
ts would inform me, I thought. — Her absence was 
plausibly accounted for, by attributing it to a shame 
B exposure into which she had been betrayed, or to 
dent intention of avoiding a dangef she had not 
;th to overcorhe. I determined, therefore, to wait 
Br day, and then, if Nannette came not to me, to go 
' ; for it was now the third week of my confinement, 
le rapidly convalescent fitate of my wound permitted 

move about with sufficient ease. 
8 third day came. The morning — ^the aftettioon 
1 ; yet no Nannette ,appeared.-^It was the beautiflil 
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caught her trembling wings, and, with a struggle, broke 
from the fascination that bound me. 

<<Nannette!" I exclaimed, in a whisper that would 
never have been heard but in the deep silence that mi* 
rounded us. The voice was not monitory, but the appetl 
was,— and Nannette, no more the child of Nature, in u 
instant withdrew her hand and sprang from her seat. 

^' God of Heaven ! have mercy on me !"— -The neit 
moment she added, vainly struggling to stifle her emodoB, 
" But you must not mind me, Mr. Levis, — I am a wild; 
silly girl." 

Just then, to the relief of both parties, the father eoteieil 
the room. 

<<My dear son!" cried the grateful old man, vitb 
mingled surprise and delight, — -^ * You are at last recovered ! 
How happy it will make us all ! — — But stay, where arc 
you going, Nannette ? What means the foolish girl 1 •— ^ 
Come hither, my daughter." — Nannette approached, mmI 
laid her head upon the old man's bosom, and wept. Her 
fatal passion seemed to have destroyed all feelings of. 
womanly pride. — << Pooi* child ! she is most sadly changed 

within a few days, and we know not what to make of it 

nay, Nannette ! you must not be offended ; . consider— f 

Mr. Levis is one of us now . During the day, monsieur, , 

she preserves a gloomy silence, interrupted only by sighs ; ] 
or, if she speaks, in answer to her mother or myself, the 
effort is succeeded by a burst of tears ; and then — she 
takes no nourishment, monsieur : and at night she sleeps 
not ; or, if her eyelids close for a moment, she moans 
like a sick infant, or appears to suffer with horrid visions, 
from which she will start to pray in agony for relief. No 
words, however, escape to betray the cause of this state 
of mind ; nor can all our entreaties, nor the affliction she 
sees she is heaping on us, induce her to intrust the seciet 
to our confidence. Hush, my daughter ! I do not say it 
to reproach you ; for 1 have ever found you as pious and 
affectionate as the heart of a parent could wish. I 
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told yoo this belorey monsieur ; but 1 feared it wpaM 
ress you/' 

IVloellMr Nuinette was willing that I i^ould learn, thus 
Becood haod, the extent of her sufferings on my ac- 
usk, <ir fkaifuly that by appearing too anxious to conceal 
BBS she slMNdd give rise to just suspicions in her &ther's 
Mflty I eaonot say ; but she never once ofiered to inter- 
ne the tale, except where her parent seemed, for a 
imeiit, to insinuate a want of filial piety on her part. 
" And look now, my son," continued the old man : — 
lere, in this close room, with every window shut down, 
m the silly girlbeeft sitting for hours,— -though it is now 
e nuddle of May, and unusuaUy warm for the season ! 
cannot persuade her to take the least exercise, poor 
ibg." 

''The evening is beautiful," I said, throwing up one 
I the windows, and looking forth, — ^< perhaps I may have 
ybence enough with Miss Nannette to persuade her to 
•joy it with me ?" — ^for the distressing picture my vene- 
lUe firiend had drawn had brought my resolve anew 
lefoie me, and I determined to execute it without delay. 

" O, yes ! Nannette will go with you, monsieur, — she 
But; she cannot refuse you. ' Besides, the air will 

« good for both of you, my children ; you both need it." 

The appeal was not idle. With any one else Nannette 
ronld probably have declined going ; but she knew, if 
ke refused me, she would seriously offend her father's 
belings. — ^Without a word she took my arm, and I led 
lertfranbling to the long piazza at the back of the cottage. 

The hour was the most favourable I could have for 
ueh an explanation as I was about to make — for the 
ivdigfat was fast sinking into night, and in the obscurity I 
honld be saved from the torture, which the exposure of 
^annetto's feelings would as certainly inflict upon me, 
he onWilling witness of it, as upon the unfortunate girl 
laiaelf ; yet we had walked many minutes, in silence. 
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before I could collect myself sufficiently for the paiaM 
task. At length, I said to her, 

« Do you remember, Nannette, the defimtion of lore 
you gave me a few days since ?" 

<< I am sorry you remember it, Mr. Levis. Tou shmiH 
pay no regard to such things. I am a foolish giil, filM 
with many romantic notions ; and I am aware I often ay 
what I ought not." And a sigh seemed to attest (he 
honesty of the last part of this remark. 

<< I am serious, Nannette. Listen to me. What I hiie 
to say will certainly offend you : but you must make if 
your mind to l>ear the offence, as I have mine to infliet 
it :— delicacy now, on my part, would be wicked.—— 
Nannette— you you have conceived for me aa on- 
happy affection " 

" Stop, sir ! this is most unmanly !" My companifli 
was about to quit me. 

" Nay, Nannette— ^you must hear me out — for bothw 
sakes. Indelicate it was, what I said ; but not unmulfr 
1 spoke it, believe me, in the bitterness of neces«ty--t 
necessity which bids me open the eyes of both of us, eH 

we stumble blindfold into misery. Nannette, do yoa 

remember you said to me that love was not dependept (* |= 
the will? that we could not assume it, or lay it aside, it \ 
j)leasure ?" 

She did not answer ; but I knew, from her bending 
forward and her eager pressure on my arm, that she was 
listening with the most intense interest. 

'* Nannette 1 cannot return your love !" 

How I brought myself to inflict that blow God only 
knows ! The poor victim sought not to quit me now,-Hibe 
grasped my arm convulsively to support herself from fall- 
ing. I felt it would be most merciful to proceed. 

" Yes, Nannette-^did it depend upon the wish, Go^ 
knows I would throw myself at your feet at once, believing, 
as I do, that I could offer up my heart at no purer shrine 
than that of your virtues : but, long before I saw you, I 
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e devoted to another.— Bear with me, Nannette ; 
soon finish this cruel explanation, which the duty I 

you— your parents — myself — ^forcesfrom me " 

ear not — I am calm now." And her voice did, 

ly tremble but little. " Tell me — is — ^is this is 

3aatiful ?" 

I beauty, dear Nannette, she is very far below you — 

iners she is not more attractive — and in talents, and 

^rits of the heart, she is but your equal : — but — " 

Bt us return now," said Nannette, interrupting me 

calmness that excited my surprise," — it is growing 

nd the air is chilly ;" — and she quitted my arm to 

ione. 

nly hear me but one word more ! — Since I may not, 

Nannette, be nearer you, let me be as a brother, — 

ush!" she exclaimed, with quickness, and some 

ty. — ^I felt ashamed, at once, of my indelicacy; 

insult could I have offered her more grievous, than 

'proffering a tame friendship in lieu of the love she 

t and, perhaps, expected. 

turned to re-enter the house ; but no persuasion 
Nannette resume my arm ; — She walked beside 

ithout trembling, and in silence. I became alarmed. 

I was something unnatural in all this composure. 

re you angry, Nannette ?" I asked in a timid whis- 

ngry ? ^Poor Nannette !" And the unhappy girl 

le for her own room.^ — ^These were the last words I 
ver to hear her utter. 
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CHAPTER V. 

XOTtl dxXfroCKouva' lep^ Tivog flror' odrias ; 
EH.AuTiJ flT^ aurrtg. 

4c ifi * 



nXsxroi^ ^w^cuj ^juwrgfl'XeyfiLiviiv,. 



Soph — (Ed. Tyr. 



'-. 



——————— sabito mentem tarbata dolorc, 

* * * 

PurpurHM Dioritura manu diacindit amictus, 
Et nodum ijifonnifl leti trabe nectit ab alta. 

ViRG. — JBn. 

Is there one, among the readers of these memoirSf _ 
who, acquainted with the incidents of the preceding . 
chapter, will not suppose my affliction even greater than 
that of the parents ? The latter, ignorant of the true 
nature of the case, happily deceived themselves by such, 
conjectures as were least unpleasant ; with me the hope 
of curing Nannette of her unfortunate passion no longer 
existed : they found relief from their sorrow in commtt- 
nicating it to the sympathy of a friend ; I durst not even 
hint the extent of my suflfering ; but was forced, in cha* 
rity to all parties, to act the hypocrite — affecting an entire 
ignorance of a secret of which 1 knew I was at once the 
sole subject and depositary. 

Such being the circumstances, it will be readily con- 
45eived what I endured in the hour or two, which decency 
obliged me to pass with the respectable old man and his 
wife, immediately subsequent to my last interview with 
their daughter. 

When at length, retired to the «olitude of my own room, I 
reviewed the events of the evening, it was with a reversion 
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feeling which the reader will not, perhaps, wond©/at. 
innette's extraordinary beauty,- her excellent mind, the 
liabiUty of her disposition, and the fascination of her 
BLnners, — and, above all, the strength of her passion for 
e, which, attacking my heart in its weakest point, lefl it 
.most defenceless, — all these charms were repeated be- 
ire my heated fancy, again and again, and each time 
ith heightened colouring, till my pulses throbbed with a 

mult that threatened rebellion to Mary Arne. Why 

ould I leave this ipoor girl to pine with a hopeless love, 
lien 1 might so easily secure her happiness without pre- 
dice to my own — perhaps with advantage to it — ? 
erely because J once made a declaration to another ! 
at may not that other — , I thought, — be already mar- 
ed ? or engaged ? — It is not improbable. Or, at least, 

it not probable that she has forgotten my very cxist- 
nce — or remembers me as one too worthless to regret ? 

-It is very probable. " Yes ! very probable," I re- 

ealed, and without a sigh — for the conclusion was drawn 
i suit my present feelings. 

It was long before Sleep laid his seals upon mine eyc- 
ds ; and then, my fancy still pursued the image of Nan- 
ette. Once more I gazed upon her beauty ; once more 
listened — and with rapture — to the involuntary breath- 
igs of her attachment ; once more I felt the soft pres- 
ire of her throbbing fingers, and her light yet burning 
iss upon my lips. Many of my youthful readers well 
now the effect of dreams upon a passion so dependent 
Q the imagination as love. Thus, whea I descended to 
le breakfast room the next morning, it was with the fixed 
itention of seeking the first opportunity of declaring 
lyself to Nannette. But Nannette did not appear ; and 
et mother stated that the unhappy girl had passed a rest- 
Ms night, and was consequently so enfeebled that she 
urposed keeping her room during the whole day. This 
'as a most distressing disappointment, not so much on 
ly own account — ^but, because it condemned Nannette 
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to another day of suffering ; for I knew, that it I made 
my offer through the medium of her parents or a letter, 
she would attribute the sudden change in my sentiiiieirii 
to a mere feeling of compassion. 

Such a day as that I had never passed before. I was 
truly in a fever of impatience. A hundred timei, at 
least, I consulted my watch, with all the anaie^ of a 
child, as though I could hasten by a look the flight of the 
loitering hours, and so frequently did I picture to myself 
the transport of the love-sick girl, at this sudden elevation 
from the lowest depths of despair to the very summit of 
her wishes, that I could scarcely refrain from viotelmg. 
the sanctity of her chamber, and immediately throwiag ff 
myself at her feet. — ^That night I did not attempt to flieep. r 
Imagination, dipping her pencil into her brightest cckfon, ^ 
retouched the past with a fresher tint, and drew a glawiag 
prospect of the future. But Mary had no place in eiditt 
scene : — ^the past was of Nannette, and Nannette's lore 
for me ; the future of Nannette, and my love for her. 

^The truth is : — ^the emotions that at present acta- ", 

ated me, were little more than those of mere desire, kin- ! 
died into an almost uncontrollable fury by imprudent in* 
dulgence and the irritation of a temporary obstacle up* 
on an impatient temper ; while for Mary I possessed that 
happiest of all attachments, which, never rising to ex- 
treme heat, nor sinking to absolute coldness, bums with a 
gentle and equable warmth, that dies not, save in the de* 
struction of the hearth within which its pure flame is 
lighted. Forgotten it might be for days, or months ; but 
it was to my feelings, what the home of his childhood is 
to him who travels in foreign lands, — the one object to 
which my thoughts invariably flew for repose .when wea- 
ried of all else. 

Another morning came, and, with a heart beating from 
anticipated joy, I took my seat at the breakfast table. 
But Nannette was not there. To my anxious inquiry re* 
^iMJCting her daughter's health, Madame Le Bonhomme 



*». 
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thal» u she and hw husband had not been die- 
lining the latter part of the night, they co^jec- 
Lat Naonette's exhausted nature must have sought 
ment in a tranquil sleep, from which they expected 
imble change. 

t how did you find her this morning, Madelene 1" 
!ie husband,-— '' Tou of courseyisited our daugh- 

, I did not ; — ^I listened at her door, and hearing 
d whatever, and perceiving through Uie key-hole 
room was daritened, I thought it a pity to disturb 
r thing." 

ink God !" exclaimed the father with clasped 
'* We may hope some change at last." 
an hour elapsed, — and another—, still Nannette 
ent. 

18 is singular," said Monsieur Le Bonhomme, in 
arm. 

t at all," replied his wife. << It is not uncommon 
p, when it falls upon persons io this condition, to 
many hours beyond the usual, period." 
i what does my son think?" asked the fiither, 
to me— whom he now always addressfsd by that 
ippellation. 

s sorry the question was put ; for I felt very un- 
id knew not what to think. However, I answered 
greed with Madame. 

t," I added, '< would it not be well for Madame to 
be room, if she can do so without noise, and see 
r this sleep be altogether natural." My words be- 
more uneasiness than I intended they should. 
3, do go, Madelene !" said the good man,— and his 
\ the room. 

few minutes she returned, with strong macks of 
1 her countenance. 

. n. n ; 



JiO SIXTY YEARS OP THE BK.IIT. j 

"Oy I don't know what to make of it!'' she cried, al- 
most in tears,— >^ the door is fastened, which I neiet 
knew it to be before." 

" My God !— Did you call Madelene ?" 

*' Repeatedly ; but I received no answer." 

The old man sprang from his chair, and, without t 
word, was making for the door. 

" Stay, my dear sir," I said, detaining him, << yon iwl 
better let me go, — ^perhaps I can persuade MademcHMlb 
to answer me. You must not be alarmed ; she is proi» 
bly fallen into one of those fits of abstraction which of 
late have been so frequent with her, and did not beff 
Madame Le Bonhomme." 

" Go then, my son," said the old man. " God rewtri 
you for your kindness]" 

Although I had spoken so confidently, I was so alannrf 
I could scarcely drag my steps along the hall. — When I 
came to Nannette's door, I stooped my head and wfaiS' 
pered at the keyhole, lest the parents sliould over 
hear me. 

*' Nannette !" There was no answer. 

** Dear Nannette !" I continued in a trembling voice, 
yet with a tone of tenderness, — " It is I that call you! I 
am come to tell you that I am no longer the same.'--' 
Dearest Nannette, will you not answer me ? You do not 
know how much you terrify me — and your poor father, 
and mother ! — O, do speak !" Still she did not answer, i 
— Great God ! what can be the matter ? — 

" Nannette ! Nannette !" I called aloud — at the same 
time knocking repeatedly and forcibly upon the door. I 
paused for some minutes : but there was not a sound to 
be heard from the apartment. 

I did not dare to think, but ran back to the jmriour,— 
retaining, however, a kind of mechanical presenee of 
mind, which made me choose my words so as not to excite 
the worst fears in the breasts of the parents. 
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** My dear friends," I said, " be not alarmed — Nan- 
lette, I fear, has suddenly fallen into a fit. The door 
rBUBt be forced." 

'With a piercing shriek, both the parents rushed toge- 
ther to their daughter's room. I stood by the door of the 
parlour, and listened, — ^my breathing restrained, and the 
chills of death upon me. I heard the old man rush 
against the door of the room with the whole weight of his 
pexaon : — ^The lock gave way to the blow — and the next 
instaiit, there was a loud and fearful cry, followed by the 
EaH of some heavy body. I sprang to the scene. The 
PBOther lay in convulsions on the floor — ^thc father was 
■tanding a statue, gazing, with stiff distended eyes, on 
tlie corse of Nannette, which hung, suspended by a rib- 
boo, from the wall of the apartment. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



Now, how dott tboa look now t O ill-ttaiT'd woKb 

Pik u tby mock * 

OtkOU. 



ToUhe, O poerl, ftcef , 

Flammeum video Tenire. 

Ite, concinite in modmn, 

lo Hymen Hj^mence k>, 

lo Hymen Hymenee* 

Oatullcs. 

Ox the evening of that very day, the stupidity ci the 
servants permitted an English carnage to drive up totli^ 
door of the cottage. 

Miserable/I was seated with the miserable father. We 
were alone. And we sat in silence : — ^for the old maD 
had not shed tear, nor spoken word, ever since the momest 
when he discovered the melancholy fate of his only 
daughter, and even had it not been mockery to ofibr \ 
him consolation, I was too much engrossed by my own 
sad reflections to attempt the task.-rThe mother was ii 
another room, attended by two of her female friends, and 
the honest surgeon mentioned on another occasion^-J} 
fortunately, having had the thought to send for thotarliiree 
individuals. 

The instant I heard the wheels of the carriage, I sus- 
pected the arrival of visiters, and ran out to prevent their 
entrance — knowing I could explain the reasons for this 
apparent inhospitality, more properly than a blundering 
domestic. I repented of the step almost the moment after 
I had taken it ; for, in the occupants of the carriage, I be- 
held the persons of Sir James Maitland, Lady Maitlabd 
(our friend, Miss Paynthumley that was, whose marriage 
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I'lth the baronet I had seen announced, about three months 
lefore, in one of tiie London journals received at Paris), 
ind Mary Ame. But it was now too late to retreat, as a 
cry of joyful surprise from Lady Maitland told me I was 
recognized. Sir James returned my formal salutation 
with a haughty bow ; but her ladyship, forgetting in her 
singleness of heart that my conduct had ever given her 
cause to be ashamed of acknowledging me, extended her 
beautiful hand with all the friendliness whicli had once 
marked our acquaintance. Mary turned pale, and shrunk 
back on her seat to avoid my notice. It was the best ac 
knowledgment of all. 

" We were attracted by the appearance of this place, 
Mr. Levis," said Sir James ; '' and as a servant at the 
outer gate informed us that his master is always happy 
to see any strangers — and especially English — ^we have 
taken the liberty to examine it nearer ; — but I assure you^ 
air, we did not expect to find it in the possession of an 
Englishman." 

— And that Englishman Mr. Levis, you would say — 
I thought ; -—or our curiosity had never led us ^o near. — 

" You are deceived, sir ; this property does not belong 
to me," I answered. — " I assure you, my surprise equals 
yours — ^I as httle expected to meet a former acquaintance 
tt you did. Sir James. I am merely come to express my 
legret that your party cannot view the place at presents 
owing to a most distressing calamity which has befallen 
its owner this day in the sudden death of his only child." 

" Stay !" exclaimed a voice behind me, in French. I 
turned. What was my consternation to behold the old 
man himself coming towards us ! 

**3Iy son, you do wrong," he said — then, addressing 
Sir James's party in English, added, <' I have never yet 
Bufiered any stranger to pass so near my dwelling without 
receiving some attention from its owner, nor will I now. 
-^Madam, will you permit me to assist you ?" — offering 
his hand to Lady Maitland to help her from the carriage. 

■ ir 
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Her ladyship looked irresolute ; but I heard the baxoMt 
say, in a low voice, " It will not do to refuse lum " ui 
the whole party alighted. 

When we had entered the house, the old man coatiuad 
to speak with a calmness that astonished me, who m 
yet too young to understand the many phases undw whkb 
the human heart presents itself. 

" I have lived long enough in your country, sir," he Mi 
to the baronet, ^' to have a taste for English habits m 
you will perceive by every thing without and within ikii 
cottage — J and when I knew what it was to want fiiesli^ 
I found that in Englishmen which has taught me toJoit 

the very name and that love will never die," he wMt 

turning to me abruptly, '' while I hold thee in my meisy? 
my son;" — and the feelings so long pent up bunlim 
through this sudden vent, he fell upon my netk lii ^ 
sobbed. 

For some seconds there was a deep silence^ to as 
most painful. My venerable friend then raised his wkite 
head, and, seeing the surprise of the strangers, 

" O," he exclaimed, " you know not all I owe to ttii 
dear friend ! Twice has he saved these gray hairi it 
peril of his own young life ; and now — hush, my los! 
you must not interrupt me — and now, when I have scarce 
another being lefV. in all this world to love, I feel I shouM 
sink under my afflictions, if I had not his young arm to 
bear me up." His words stabbed me to the quick. ^ 
Wretched old man ! had he known I was the murdeier \ 
of his child*, he would have cursed the fatal benevolence 
which had rescued from the grave the scant remainder 
of his years to plunge it into misery by the extinction oft 
life more precious. 

<<It is not more than I can readily suppose of Mr* 
Levis," said Lady Maitland, whose heart was of that gene- 
rous kind, which, not contented with magnifying the moe^ 
trifling favour at the time of its reception, retains the iin- 
pression in that state scarcely eifaceable. 
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*< You knoir him 7 O, you must love him then ! he is so 
{Ood !^-My poor Naunette— «he loved him too." 

They who have studied the workings of human passion, 
miMt have observed that Uie heart when filled to over- 
flowing-— no matter from what emotion — ^will eagerly dis- 
chaige itself by the first outlet that offers, even though 
that be the most remote from the natural one. Thus, tho 
ftalings of the old man, threatening every minute to burst 
ihrth in a flood of grief for the loss of the being he best 
kwedy sought to relieve themselves by the eulogium of 
4m individual who, perhaps, stood next in his affections, 
•■d, in Uieir haste to escape, broke down the barriers 
Vrhich the presence of the strangers had raised in their 
eoone. — ^But though, had these praises been delivered 
^bewhere than in my presence, I should have been de- 
K^ited at the effect which they must have upon the 
minds of persons whom I had latterly given no great rea- 
son to hold me in respect, they were now most distressing 
4e me— especially as I thought how little they were de- 
served. Besides, I observed, by a covert glance, a sudden 
4shange in Miss Ame's countenance, which I attributed, 
perhaps fancifully, to a misconstruction, on her part, of 
the meaning of Mr. Le Bonhomme's concluding words. 
1 therefore sought to terminate a scene so unpleasant. 

" Permit me, dear sir, to change the subject," 1 said to 
the old man in a low voice ; — but his own mention of his 
daughter's name had sunk him once more into gloomy 
abstraction, and he did not hear me. I took advantage 
of ity and immediately turned to Lady Maitland. 

« Does your ladyship return so soon to England ? — or 
are you but now on your way to the south ?" 

" We have been as far as Lyons, Mr. Levis ; and it 
was Sir James's intention to proceed to Italy; but the 
troubles of Paris, daily increasing, oblige us to return im- 
mediately, while yet " 

Before her ladyship could finish the sentence, the old 
man-suddenly started from his forgetfulncss. 
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'* You never saw my daughter, madam T O, you can* 

not know what a loss is mine ! But you shaU see her 

— what remains of my poor little Nannette." 

" My God!" I exclaimed in horrour» throwing m3r8elf 
before him, *' you cannot mean it ! No — ^you must not, 
dear sir !" 

" I must, my son," mildly answered the old man, while 
lie gently put hie aside. 

Lady Maitland added her entreaties to mine ; and Sir 
James even hinted the indelicacy of such an exhibitiso 
to strangers ; but the old man persisted. 

<' You know not," he said, ''a father's feelings; oryw 
would know that the most effectual way of relieving t 
father's sorrow is by indulging a father's pride." 

The party could no longer refuse, though the reloc-* 
tance of even the females was evidently far stronger thtt 
the curiosity which impelled them forward. I was mad: 
enough to follow. 

The old man, with a firm step, led the way to the room 
where lay the body. — I could not <listinguish the features 
of my innocent victim, for my head was dizzy, and a dim- 
ness swam in my eyes as I ventured to turn them upon 
her ; but I saw the father lay his hand upon the fbreheid 
of his child, and withdraw it with a shudder. — The shud- 
der, as if it were electric, passed round the whole circle. 
— " She is cold now," said the poor old man ; " but I 
remember how those temples would beat with joy, when I 
kissed them and called her proudly, * my good child' ; for 
she was every thing that is soft and womanly — ^she never 
disobeyed me — she never did an unkind act — and once 
" his voice began to break — "once, when I was 



testy and reproved her unjustly — she ran into my arms, 
and weeping, hid her angel face in my bosom — and said, 
' Father — you must never speak so harshly again to your 
poor Nannette — it will break her heart. '^— She was a good 
girl !" The old man still struggled with his emotions, and 
stifled them ; but he ceased to speak. « How beautiful 
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die u Still !'' whupered Mary Ame to her aunt. The 
rmce was so low, that I, who stood beside her, could 
learcely hear it; but the ears of the parent caught at 
aaoe Ae praises of his child. He leaned over the corse, 
and, exclaiming vnth eagerness, "Is she not?", burst 
into tears. 

T%e strength of my constitution, previously shaken by 
deimuchery, was become too enfeebled by my recent in- 
my to bear up against the successive shocks which the last 
bw days had brought against it. Thus loosened through- 
Hit to its very foundation, and threatening every minute 
» topple headlong, the restraint I had imposed upon my 
IhelingSy during the whole of this mournful day, had only 
ipheld the pile for awhile in specious safety in order to 
srecipitate it with greater ruin ; and now a violent strug- 
IJte to repress the emotions, which the sqene before me 
SaUed too powerfully forth, shook it to its centre, and the 
BBtire fabric was at once overthrown. I remember well, 
mm the deadly qualm shot through me, and my brain 
reeled, and the bed with the corse upon it, and they who 
atood around, swam before my vision, and I stretched out 
tmy arms for support, I heard the shriek of Af ary Ame, 
'*He is fainting !" and felt her touch as she extended her 
bands to give me help, — and the next minute I fell. I 
know not whose arms received me ; but I believe I was 
Indebted for that kindness to the baronet. 

When I recovered my senses, I found myself on the 
bed in my own room, and supported by the surgeon. 

^ What is become of the poor old man ?" was the ques- 
lion which immediately sprang from my lips. 

"He earnestly desired to be with you, Sir," an. 
swered the surgeon" ; but I would not suffer him ; for I 
knew his presence would only distress you, and you have 
already been exposed to too' much danger.— Perhaps, 
however, this last shock, as it has not done you as much 
harm as I apprehended it might, monsieur, is not to be 
greatly regretted, in as much as it diverted the old man's 
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thoughts from the more painful subject that then occapied 
them, and enabled me to disperse the curious party whidi, 
much to my horrour, I found assembled in thai room." 

" And could they leave me thus, without knowing vfait 
my fate might be ?" 

The surgeon cither did not remark the peculiar tone of 
interest in which this inquiry was made, or was too polite 
to notice it, for he merely answered ; — " No, monsieoF- 
they would have awaited your recovery ; but I beggei 
them to depart wliilc they could do so without notice- 
knowing that, the moment he should recover from iv 
alarm at your situation, the old man would lead then 
back to the melancholy subject which now engrosses hii 
thoughts, and perhaps excite himself too violently.—* 
But, Monsieur, I must take care of my reputation— yoa 
are the most dapgerous patient I have ever had ; for yoq 
are constantly making yourself uneasy. I must foiU' 
all further conversation." 

'* Only one question more. — ^I am seriously alarmed at 
the singular manner in which the old man endures his 
affliction. Did his grief take alike course with his wife'«} i 
I should re^t contented that it is as it should be ; but this ^ 
gloomy quiet is so unnatural. It is awful to look upon, ? 
and strikes me as like the calm that precedes the tempest 
Have you ever known such instances before, sir ?" 4 

" Yes ; but not often. Madame Le Bonhomme, you ^ 

will find, will soon recover ; but the old man has received ; 

lb 

a deeper shock, whose violence is the more to be dreaded '^ 
OS it is as present smothered. It will, most probably, stretch ^ 
him on a bed of sickness. — ^But enough, monsieur ; you j 
must talk no longer. Your constitution is wonderful: 
but. Monsieur, j^ou are my patient," 

The excess of any passion is often its relief: — the 
wretch condemned, after passing through the worst ago- 
nies which the fear of death can make man suffer, has. 
been known to sleep through the whole night previous to 
his execution, and only then to be awakened by tli; 
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roices of those who came to conduct him to the scafibld. 
kVL night my harassed nature lay buned m a deep repose. — 
When I awoke, the light of morning was stealing through 
the joints of the closed shutters. I passed my hand 
across my forehead and thought of the preceding day. 
Suddenly, it struck mo that it would be good to look once 
more upon the unfortunate Nannette, ere the earth should 
bide her from my sight forever. I rose, and dressed my* 
self. It was madness in my present weak state ; but I 
cared not — ^for my resolution was taken. 

I dragged myself to the chamber where the body lay. 
Here was a solemn stillness around me, that suited well 
the house on whose threshold the feet of Death had so 
lately trodden. — For one moment I paused, with my hand 
upon the door ; for there was a choking sensation in my 
Ihroat, and the palpitations of my heart sounded distinctly 
with a slow heavy sound that frightened me : but the next, 
I stood within the room, and by the coffin, in which they 
had now placed all that remained of the once living — and 
once happy, Nannette. 

She was still beautiful ; for there was but little change 
in her complexion— considering the circumstances of her 
deathy and the time that had elapsed before its discovery — 
and in the features there appeared no trace of pain, ex- 
cept a slight curl of the innocent mouth. She lay by an 
open window, and the cool air of the morning blew aside 
the border of her cap, sporting upon the checks it might 
no more refresh. " Nannette !" I whispered, as though 
the poor corse could hear me ; and I knelt beside the 
coffin, and looked upon the dead. A single lock, dark 
and glossy as the eyes once shone that were now fixed 
forever, had escaped from tlie prison of her cap, and lay, 
in beautiful mockery, upon the stony forehead, or played 
gently to and fro before the breeze, as if in triumph over 
the other charms whose bloom had been so short-lived. 
There lay a scissors upon a toilet near by ( — for this was 
Kannette's own room — and these too were Nannette's 
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own sciMors— )• I took theniy and «evering t 
placod it into my bofom. «« Poor Nannette !" Iex< 
half unconscioualyy and uaiog her own last won 
then, I bent otot the coffin, and without a shudder 
my lips lightly to the cold, damp brow. '< Thy pu 
NaimettOy is now in heaTon," I said in a low voi 
the soul of the maiden were indeed hoToring nea] 
moy— -^' but it will look down, and accept this las 
— all that I can pay to the form whose living lov< 

slighted. Foot Nannetlie /" — and I stole from tl 

with a cautious tread, as though the body were bi 
ing. 

Crod knows how I supported myself through thi 
I am not ignorant of the power which a high ex( 
has over the system, infusing, for a moment, the i 
of a giant into limbs that were before as feeble a 
fant's ; but I still wonder, when I think of all I 
dure. — ^The moment I had regained my bed, m} 
threatened to forsake me ; but I pressed the loci) 
still closer to my bosom, and then I burst into te; 
felt relieved. 

All this may seem ridiculous to the sober-mindc 
even the imaginative, while they like the tale, ms 
it an exaggeration ; and all will censure it as n 
mance ; — but, if I do dream, in thus retracing the ^ 
ings of my youthful weakness, let me dream on- 
a slumber from which I would not be awakened. 

The surgeon had pronounced truly. Madame 1 
homme soon shook off the violence of her afilictic 
tain a more moderate, though settled grief; but 
man, the hour afler his daughter's burial, took to 1 
where he lay for a fortnight dangerously ill. I c( 
leave him then. Almost my whole time I spent 
bed's side, in company with his wife ; and it is asto 
what pleasure I took in conversing with the 6. 
parents on the merits of her of whom I had di 
them. 
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At the end of that time, a melancholy, respectahle- 
[jung man, apparently about fifty years of age, arrived 
the cottage. He proved to be the father of the unfor- 
nate Le Gendre. — Le Bonhomme threw himself into 
e stranger's arms. They mingled their tears. 
"Charies!" 
"Pierre !" 

" Now, we are brothers." 
" Brothers indeed !-^in affliction, Pierre." 
" And from this time we will ever be united. You shall 
» more part from us, my Charles." 
Now then I could leave my venerable friend ; for he 
id with him a more suitable companion : — ^the two child. 
88 fathers could renew to each other the never-tiring 
ory of their griefs, lightening the burthen by bearing 
together. — My carriage was waiting at the door. I had 
arted from the motherly caress of Madame Le Bon- 
omme, and the kind embrace of Monsieur Le Gendre, 
nd taken leave of the weeping domestics ( — ^who were all 
»ecome much attached to me), giving them, what ser- 
ants value so from their superiors, a pressure of the 
land, — with certain more substantial tokens of my favour. 
It which their honest tears broke forth afresh : — ^I had 
itfll to part with the bead of the family. 

** My son," said the old man, as he drew me into his 
private apartment, " I could almost wish you were poor 
in worldly wealth, for then I could adopt you as my own, 
ind we never more should part ; but you are wealthy, and 
this is perhaps the last time my old eyes shall rest upon 

you But I am ungenerous! society, I know, has 

claims upon yot^r youth that must be satisfied. — Yet you 
shall not forget me — I will bind your remembrance by a 
gift I hold most precious." He paused in great agitation, 
and opening a drawer, drew forth the little crucifix and 
ribbon I had seen Nannette wear. *' You are not a Ca- 
tholic," he said, as he hung it, with trembling hands, 

Vol. n. 12 
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about oay neck,-*'^ but it will do you no harm to looli 
upon this sometimesy and think of her and heaven."* 



Three months from that day 1 stood at the nuptial altai 
with Mary Ame. As the last words were pronounced 
that made us man and wife, the image of her who had 
died for me traced its melancholy shadow across my 
memory. — " Poor Nannette /" — I turned aside to hide 
jny tears. The crowd of gay friends were gathered round 
my blushing bride to offer their congratulations. I drew 
the httle crucifix from my bosom, where it was hence- 
forth ever to repose, and pressed it to my lips. No eye 
saw me but God's. 



* The old man knew that Nannette loved me ; but be thousht it was witl> 
tbe affection of a sister.— It is one of tbe occasional true pictures the reader 
may meet with in novelis where parenti are represented as blind to the attach- 
ment of their children— perhaps owing to this, that dead themselves to tb« pa5 
sions of youth, they forget they have ever been young ( — a fault too common 
with parents — ). Thus, fortunately, the old man never suspected the real aunf 
of his daughter's stran^f! dlotemper and the fatal act with which it terminated. 
Ue evidently attributed it to that disposition to occasional fits of insanity wtucli 
sometimes descends in families from one veneration to another— huro'u^ 
ftuhers, mothers, sons, and daugAters, in awful succession, by a bke act to a 
voluntary grave :— When his friend asked him if he had any suspicion of tb^ 
*^"^ 9^ **" daughter's melancholy death, be merely answered— imprepsivt'ly- 
" My father died BO." 
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CHAPTER I. 

Vale, conjuz dulcinima. i 

Ane. Mon. Inscription. 

Wuv^y we parted at the close of the last book, dear 
^ader, I stood at the marriage altar with the woman who 
eld the highest place as well in my esteem as my afTec- 
ODS. Look now upon this tomb-stone, and learn the 
nstcadiness of human happiness : — 

MARY, 

WIFE OP JEHEMY LEVIS. ' 

niED— October mdccxcii, 

AOID XZII TKARK. 
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CHAPTER if. 

And now I givt my sensaal race the rein. 

MeasMre far Meum 

Prologae or epik>gae — I'm the man :— Fll write you both. 

The Dramatist. 

Still another. Thus, through life, have I t 
doomed to see all I loved drop from me in decay, 
when I had learned their true value, and begun to c 
to them with most attachment. — Thirteen months of ne 
perfect happiness I enjoyed with Mary ; for her vii 
grew upon acquaintance. I might say, indeed, aD( 
pardoned the exaggeration, that every day served to 
fold some amiable trait of character that I had not 
posed to exist, or to place in a new and beautiful lighi 
cellencies I had before admired and thought unsusc 
ble of further lustre. A son had blessed our uni( 
noble child, whose birth increased my affection foi 
mother, as it added new ardour to that mother's lev 
me, — ^for Mary's attachment to her husband differed 
that which bound him to her ; her's was love — real 
such as is implied when we speak of it as cxistinj 
tween the sexes ; jnine was rather a fervent friend 
the growth of pure esteem, deriving its occasional pa 

merely from temporary excitement. Such was th( 

city which I was scarcely permitted to taste, before th 
was snatched from my enjoyment. A month's sicl 
parted Mary and me, and left me to grieve. My s( 
was not like that, which, in another land, was so( 
bow me almost to the earth ; but yet it was sincei 
ever husband was afflicted with, for never wife was 
deserving of it. 
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It must be pardoned me that I dismiss this subject with 
I much haste. As I presume that no reader (that is worth 
xitiug for) travels through any book, and especially one 
£ this nature, without occasionally stopping to indulge 
Q contemplation of the scenes presented to his view, I 
kave thought that merely to mention the death of my 
K>or Mary, as in the preceding chapter and the para- 
^ph immediately above, was a hotter way to excite the 
ympathy I desire, than to mix the pure silk of the 
abject with common stuff, in order to weave a tissue of 
uch sentimental nonsense as may be gathered ready 
oade from a schoolboy's essays. If my own reader has 
lot, hitherto, thus perused these memoirs, I hope that what 
I bave now said may serve him as a caution for the future ; 
br no work, (that is not mere patchwork,) can be pe- 
rUBed with profit, or even with real enjoyment, except the 
■Bind be employed much more than the eyes. 

I have now to disclose the broadest stain that marks my 
history. — ^Not four months had the sod pressed the bosom 
of my Mary, before I relapsed into my old habits of de- 
bauchery.. The morality on which I had so prided my- 
self bad been owing merely to the absence of tempta- 
tion : now, that I was once more unmarried, my former 
dissolute companions again sought my society, and I was 
child enough to be laughed out of virtue and applauded 
into its opposite. My little boy, to whom 1 had given the 
name of Edward-Clayton Arne, had been placed im- 
tnediately on hi? mother's death under the care of Lady 
\jme. During the short period of four months above 
mentioned, it was my custom to visit him daily ; but, as 
tny dissipated habits grew upon me, I became less punc- 
tual in my attentions, not so much from a decrease of 
affection — though paternal affection, like every other 
pn^er feeling, shrinks before the selfishness of debauch- 
ery — but from a dread of meeting the just reproaches of 
my mother-in-law. This restraint acted very unfavoura- 
bly ; for I felt ashamed that 1 was ashamed, and as it is 



138 SIXTY TEARS OF THE BK. IV. 

your rankest coward that makes the best bully, so I car- 
ried my debauchery to a greater excess than I eboiiU 
otherwise have done, because I was ever chafing on the 
bit of pride — which he, who pretends to be wicked, diolU 
throw off instantly, nor give a single opportunity to hoU ^ 
him in check. And as your coward, too, by breatbug L 
nothing but big words, must at length puff himsdf op | 
with a vapour which, if not exactly the substantial (pii- , 
lity itself, is very much like it and will subserve the saw 
purpose for the occasion, so, by affecting to despiw ^ 
shame, I at last set myself completely above its powtf* 
The Maitlands, and Lady Ame— connections whose re* 
spectability, before so valued, was now my reproach— 1 
no longer durst visit. Yet, for some time, 1 contiaued to , 
make regular inquiries respecting my infant, through the 
nurse, — ^for I was well pleased to have the boy remain 
under the excellent care of his grandmother — ; but even 
this poor remnant of moral feeling gradually wore thia* 
ner and thinner, till not a single thread remained. Thus 
the last stay gone that bound me to virtue, I launched at 
once upon the full ocean of iniquity. 

When was there, ever, cloud so thick a gleam of day- 
light could not reach us through it ? Dark as my life waa, 
there shone through its gloom one good act, which I 
mention with feelings of peculiar pleasure ; for, when 
my bones are rotten, it shall canonize the name of Jere- 
my Levis, as foremost on the list of the illustrious patrons 
of the literature of the last ten years of the eighteenth 
century and the first ten years of this. 

1 was kicking my heels, one day, very leisurely toge- 
ther, when a Mr. Drammer desired to see me. " Mr. 
Drammer, Mr. Drammer ! And, pray, who the devil is 
Mr. Drammer ? — No matter ; show him up, John,— Fm 
in want of amusement." In stalked a marvellously long 
human animal, very like a yellow-legged snipe. It was 
no other than my bottle companion at the Bull, T<im 
Drammer. 
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" Mr. Drammer ! Really, I am very happy to see you, 
ir. Sit down." 

*' Thank you — thank you, Mr. Levis,'* answered my 
isiter, with a majestic gravity that marked either the 
itellectual or the moral man no longer the same — << I see 
^ou are engs^ed. 1 have merely to show you some- 
hing, in which, from my knowledge of your good taste 
and munificence, I hope you will take an interest ;" — 
and Thomas drew from his coat pocket a roll of paper, 
which, when extended; proved to he almost as long as 
himself. 

"* And now I will unclasp a — ' Bah ! old hahits are hard 
to be eradicated, Mr. Levis. Poor Will Shakespeare ! 
itlKNigh I have foresworn his society, he will still haunt 
Imy memory. — However, that is nothing to the purpose. 
|I am about, Mr. Levis,— to set up a review with your old 
jineDcl Serge&nt Splint." 
" A review 1 Sergeant Splint ? — O, I suppose you mean 
Biihtary review, Mr. Drammer." 
"Not at all, sir. The sergeant has retired from the 
jnrice — being, in fact, served out of it, — and we have 
Kered into partnership in the literary trade." 
"The devil ! But surely, you are not serious ?" 
"Indeed, by cock 1 am, sir ! never was more so. I 
to conduct a review as I have said." 
"A review?" 

" And why not a review, sir? I flatter myself I have as 
'^Uich impudence as any man, either in or out of the pro- 
vision — ^and then, sir, I measure exactly six feet, four 
^cbes, and seven eighths, in my stockings, so that, with- 
out presumption, I think I can overlook or look down 
Upon any author — no matter of how high a standing he 
may be." 

" Bravo ! — But Sergeant Splint !— ^the man has had no 
education." 

"And what of that? It isn't needed; he can pretend 
to have had one. A man you know can quote from a 
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book he never read; and just as one knows my! 
Such-a-one, and his Grace of So-and-so, by having h 
their names, so he can talk of his acquaintances T 
Virgil, and Cicero, with a famiUarity truly edifyii 
common readers. — Besides, Mr. Levis, the sergean 
a deal of wicked humour in his composition. It 
rough diamond to be sure ; but then it is solid, and, 
the aid of a little cutting from me, we can make 
brilliant. — ^Are you satisfied ?" 

" Satisfied ? Glorious ! — ^I suppose you would hav 
subscribe V* 

" Exactly so, sir." 

" Let me see your list. Why, this is prodigioi 

Three hundred already !— and some too men of the I 
est fashion !" 

** Yes, 'gad !" said Tom, resuming his good hva 
*< the two noblemen who head the list subscribed, ] 
out offriendakip for your humble servant, and part] 
cause I had played, at their particular desire, the p 
Cressid's uncle in the green-room ; and the rest i 
their names out of friendship to the two first (thou^ 
the matter of the friendship, I believe 1 have alreai 
fined its species). — O, they couldn't refuse, Mr. 1 
— no more than you can." 

" No ; that is true.-— It is to be published quartc 
presume ?" 

"Of course." 

" y^ell, set my name down for ten copies ; and 
blank spaces for twenty more— which I will take ci 
fill up, and be answerable for the payment." 

For many years the firm of Splint and Drammei 
ducted the best Review that has ever appeared in 
Britain : but, alas ! in an evil hour the Quarterly o 
a large bribe to Drammer, and he enlisted himself 
its banner. The Edinburgh, hearing of this power! 
cesfidon to its rival's' force, immediately made a like 
lure to the sergeant ;— and thus the fijrm was hrckt 
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i two friends became of course most rancorous ene- 
-Soipe ten years back, Drammer's fustian might 
I readily traced in the pages of the former work, 
I the latter many an article displayed the racy vul- 
of Splint : but now, every one remarks that these 
^ of literature i^ rather dim. The defect is easily 
inted for ; — thq two principal panes are broken in, 
leir places supplied with straws. 



CHAPTER III. 

Do you but mark bow this becomes the house 1 



J On mjf kneta I heg^ 

That you'll vouchsafe me rtuiitentf hed^ and food. 

King Lear. 



B day I had a party of friends to. dine with me, and, 

ras in high spirits, and the company I had assembled 

lAed entirely of very young men, and those the most 

lated in the whole circle of my acquaintance, my 

ment was carried far beyond the bounds of tem- 

ice. 

e were in the midst of our revelry, when the servant 

onced that a stranger wished to see me on wQiy 

Dt business." 

Why did you not say I was engaged?" I asked, 

I did, sir; but he would not be satisfied with my an- 

How ? — Ask him to leave his business with you." 
Ididy sir ; but he said he must see you yourself; and 
a I told him} that my master never saw any body when 
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lie had company, he said he'd then wait tiU the compd) 
was gone ; for see you he «nust." 

*'* He's a very impertinent fellow! — ^Tell him to|» 
ahout his business." 

« Sii ?" 

" Begone, sir, and do as I bid you !" 

In a few minutes the servant returned. 

" How now, John ?" 

'< He says, sir, he's your uncle, and must see yoai0* 
night." 

"My uncle ? What kind of a man is he?" 

" Why, sir, — a — a — a common kind of man, sir. Hi 
looks sick, as if he couldn't walk — and he's dressed 
poorly." 

" The man^s mad ! I have no such uncle. — ^Tum 
out, this instant !" 

Again the servant left the room. He was gone n 
a quarter of an hour, and when he re-entered, it was 
looks of strong reluctance. 

" I don't know what to make of him, sir — ^he's 
strangest man — I could'nt get him off in any way 
insists upon it he's your father's own brother, and bids 

tell you, sir, if " 

Speak out, sir !" 

He said, sir — they're his very words — " Tell yo*' 
master, if he would not kill me, and bring God's cui* 






» 



" Rascal !" I exclaimed in a rage, not suiTeriog tb* 
man to proceed, " What do you suppose I keep you for' 
To be gulled by lying beggars ? Turn the impostor fron 
the door ! this instant !" 

" But, sir " 

" Do you hear me ? Turn him out of the house, thi 
very moment, — or quit it yourself!" 

The servant was slowly preparing to obey ; but, as th 
door was open, the stranger had heard me, and now, b 
rushing into the room, prevented the execution of m 
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ders. His appearance was such as, in other (lays, must 
.^e made my heart melt with compassion ; for he was 
naciated almost to a skeleton, and bent nearly double 
om debility, and his clothes, though not tattered, showed 
overty in every seam. He was wholly unknown to me ; 
or did I recognize in his features any point of family 
Sflemblance. — ^It is probable that my visiter knew me 
lerely from my manner; for, immediately on his entrance, 
had turned about in my seat, and confronted him with 
baughtiness that spoke as little for my good-breeding 
i my humanity. Without bestowing so much as a glance 
pon the staring party which surrounded my table, the 
M>r creature addressed himself to me, with an eamest- 
B88 of entreaty that caused his feeble voice to break re- 
eatedly. 

** O !" he said, clasping his hands, *<if you are indeed the 
^ of Jeremy Levis, you cannot mean such cruelty ! for 

am of your own blood — ^your father's youngest brother 
r» 

• 

I had no reason to disbelieve this assertion ; for I had 
ifard that the youngest of my father's brothers was still 
Bring, and the very appearance of the stranger was an 
evidence of his truth, in as much as this brother was a 
Qan of the most dissipated habits, and dependent for the 
Utintenance of himself and his family entirely upon the 
charity of my uncle Timothy ; but I observed a smile 
open the lips of one of my companiond, and, steeling my 
leart with a shameful pride, I would not suffer the stran- 
ger to proceed. 

"How?" I exclaimed, rising from my seat, — " Are you 
mad? Or do you take me for a fool, that you think to 

mpose upon my credulity so absurd a falsehood?-: 

fohn, show this wretched man the door." 

" For God's sake, have compassion on me ! it is no 
akehood I have told you. My eldest brother, in just 
lonishment for my unkindness to him in early life, has 

ToL. II. 13 
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left me to starve, and heaped all his wealth upon yoi^ his 
nephew ; but you have nothing against me — Give me only. 
a little of your superfluity ! — You will never miss it — and 
it will save a whole family from " 

<< Begone ! It is false ! I will not listen !'' 

"Hear me !" persisted the poor wretch — his earnest- 
ness rising to an absolute agony, that made the sweat 
stand in large drops upon his pallid forehead, and swelled 
the bare muscles of his face, and its veins, with frightful 
distinctness, — " Wretched as I am, I would not thus 
humble myself before a nephew ; but I have abused the 
generosity of the only brother 1 have lefl, till even be has 
withdrawn his support, and I must perish if you do not 
save me. O do not deny mo ! I have three children at 
home too young to earn their own bread, and for two days 
scarcely a crumb has passed their little mouths — will you 
let them starve, while you are rioting in plenty?"— I 
turned aside ; for the louder my heart beat, the more 
fiercely I strove to quell its pity : but the suppliant threw 
himself upon his knees — the uncle before the nephew ! 
— and grasped my hand. — " O, you must hear me! See, 
on my knees I beg ! — for a morsel ! — a single morsel 6f 
food !" 

This disgraceful humiliation raised the fire of hell in 
my heart. I flung him from me. " John !" I exclaimed, 
through my gnashed teeth, and stamping the ground with 
rage, " force that madman out ! drag him from me ! Will 
you suffer me to be insulted thus at my very table ?" 

Another spirit instantly awoke in my uncle. He sprang 
to his feet, his eyes burning with the hot blood of my 
father's family, and his bent form rising erect with the 
momentary strength of passion. " Savage !" he cried, 
in a voice that made the walls of the chamber echo, 
while he stretched his clenched hand towards me,—" I 
will save your servant the pain of such an act !" Then, 
his voice sinking to a deep, hollow tone — such as i» 
which we fancy one from the grave would speak — , h^ 
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<Irew in his hand, and bending his head forward, while I 
could not take my eyes from his, " You are now," he 
said, << prosperous ; but the day perhaps is not distant, 
when you shall be so no longer, — and then — may you 
know what it is to beg and be refused as I am !" 

He strode from the room. Step after step I heard him 
tread firmly down the staircase ; and the outer door was 
closed. I stood for some minutes as if petrified. — ^There 
was a deep silence in the apartment. I turned my eyes 
upon my companions ; but met no look of approval. 
They appeared all horrour-struck. 

" Ha, ha, ha !'* I said, with a forced laugh, " Did you 
ever see a character better supported ? Upon my word,* 
(he fellow did it to the life ! He should have received 
something afler all, — if it were only in reward of his 
talents." But no one echoed my laugh. There was not 
even a smile to bear me out in my conduct. 

" Damn it , my friends !" I exclaimed, pushing the bot- 
tle towards them, ** one would think the imposter's words 
have turned you all into statues ! If the curse be indeed of 
any force, ii Will light upon m€, not you. — Come, I'll finish 
the song that man's impertinence interrupted." It would 
not do — my voice failed ; nor did aAy of the party aid me in 
endeavouring to dispel the gloom which hung over us. 
One by one, they all dropped off under various pretences. 

1 saw my baseness condemned by the very men, 

the dread of whose laugh had impelled me into it* 
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CHAPTER IV- 

Such is the fate unhappy women find, 
And mch the eurae entiilM upon our kind, 
That man, the lawlem libotiBe, may rove 
Free and unqueatkm'd through the wilds of iove , 
While woman, sense and nature's easy fool, 
If poor weak woman swerve from virtae^s rule, 
If, strongly charm*d, siie leave the thorny way , 
And in the softer paths of plpasure stray. 
Ruin ensues, reproach, and endless shame * 

For some minutes after they were gone, I sat immove' 
able, — ^my face covered with my hands — , repeating ta 
myself, again and again, my ancle's parting words, and 
wholly unconscious that my servants were still around 
me, the witnesses of my strange behaviour. 

When aware of the extent to which I was exposing 
myself, I shook of at once the feelings that oppressed me, 
and angrily asked the men 

" What do you wait for ?" 

" Your orders, sir," 

" Well — ^I am going to my bed-room, — send John to me 
instantly ; — and the rest of you attend to your duties as I 
usual." 1 

The porter attended accordingly, I wrote an order for 
five hundred pounds, payable to Isaac Levis, and enclosed 
it in a blank envelope endorsed to the care of my uncle 
Timothy. " Here, let Andrew carry this immediately 
according to the address. And John — if any persons call 
on me to-night — no matter at what time — ^I will see 
them." 

" Any persons, sir ?" 

"Yes— without regard to age, sex, or rank. Bring 
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em to this rooiD| without question, — no matter who they 
ay be. Remember, sir. — ^Now leave me." 
^ I need scarcely say that in giving this order I was in- 
aenced by the hope, that, his distresses getting the better 
r his pride, my uncle might make one more appeal to 
ky charity, and that I gave it in such general terms from 
false shame, which would not permit me to acknowledge 
yself in the wrong, before a servant, by naming the in- 
vidual I wished alone to see. 

In about half-an-hour, just when, having ejchausted 
t'ery possible argument in palliation of my guilt, I was 
ime to the torturing conclusion that my brutality had 
3en carried to a degree almost unexampled, the door of 
ly room was opened, and the voice of the domestic an- 
omicsed a visiter. I turned eagerly. But, instead of 
oeeting my uncle, my eyes rested on a large, flabby 
roman, over fifly years old, with a face hacked like the 
hopping-board of a sausage-maker. She was dressed 
to with a filthy tawdriness, that added to the oiher 
oints in her appearance went far to stamp her as a 
neal descendant of Pandarus. 

— Can this be my uncle's wife ? — I asked myself 
*ith a shudder of disgust. I was not long on the cross 
f doubt. The lady, courteseying in a manner that dis- 
layed more aflability than dignity, asked, in a voice 
^hich 'was to her character what the night-man's cry is 
his dirty calling — reminding one of filth — ^ 

" Is this Mr. Levis ?" 

" Yes." 

" Isuppose the gentleman hasn't forgot Miss Smith ?" 
—with another courtesey. 

«« Miss Smith ? — I know no such person." 

" O la ! not poor Alice Smith ?" 

*' Alice Smith ¥* I exclaimed, staring with horrour at 
he loathsome lump before me," — My God [ it is impos- 

iblc ! Psha, woman ! you are crazy." ^ 

13* 
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<< BleM youy sir, I dida't mean that I was Aliee 

la, DO, sir ! I am the lady that Miss Smith li?«s 
She sent me to the gentleman on very particular ^ 
ness.' 1 V 

" Why did you not say so then, at oncel— Bp' "* '"' 
out ! What is the matter with Ahce ? where is sbef* 

"Poor young lady ! she isn't long for this woiU^ 
She wants to speak with Mr. Levis before she diai'^' 

« Dies ?" 

" Yes, sir. She wants the gentleman to come to^ 
ri^t away.'* 

The message could not have found lae in fitter tdoo^ 
Repentant for my conduct to my uncle, I seized wA^ Wr^ 
gemess the opportunity of doing any act of charity, WV' ■ ^ 
ever small, that might be placed as balance agsi' 
some portion of the heavy amount of guilt to whidi 1 
stood charged. '< Show me the way," I said to the t^ 
man, — " I'll go with you instantly :" — and taking my W 

1 left the house in company with the old hag — no doobl 
much to my credit with the servants. 

My respectable conductress led me, through a nuo^ 
of filthy lanes and allies, not to the coffin-dealer's, hot to 
a house so wretched in its outward appearance that I ac- 
tually, for a moment, hesitated to enter it. — When withim 
I was obliged to feel my way in the dark along a very 
narrow passage, and then up a flight of half-a-dozen steps? 
— at the top of which* the woman opened a little dooTj 
and bade me " Come in." 

Entering accordingly, I found myself in a filthy gar- 
ret, where it was impossible to stand upright, except in a 
small space in the middle. This space was almost wholly 
occupied by a cot, whereon lay, under a vile coverlet of 
rags, the object of my visit. Upon the floor, at the foot 
of the cot, stood a tin candlestick coated with grease, 
holding in ^ saveall the smutty end of a candle, whose 
yellow flame, fanned by the wind which streamed through 
many a fracture in the roof, yielded an unsteady light 
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lat added not a little to the dismal appearance of mir- 
CHinding objects. Cobwebs, black with the dust of yelurs^ 
rang from the worm-gnawn raflers ; old lumber of a 
nost heterogeneous nature, and in too great quantity for 
30 poor a dwelling, lay scattered about in every direc- 
tioQ ; mouldy shoes, odd legs of stockings, and soiled 
remnants of female attire, completed the nice disorder ; 
and a filthy, coveiiess, close-stool of stained wood pre- 
sented itself, in the most indelicate nudity, before the 
very entrance of the room. 

I approached the cot. One look was sufficient to satisfy 
me of the identity of the person therein with Alice Smith, 
notwithstanding the change which disease had wrought in 
her appearance. And that change to me, who had known 
poor Alice in her bloom, was awful. No longer was 
tiiere clearness in the cheeks, no longer lustre in the eyes, 
no longer fulness in the lips. The cheeks were yellow 
and shrunken, the eyes dull and settled deep in their livid 
sockets, and the lips had lost all form as well as colour. 

" Great God !" I exclaimed, forgetting, in the shock 
this sight occasioned me, the regard I should show 
to the feelings of a dying woman, "Is it come to this, — 
80 soon ?" 

Alice, who had faintly uttered my name the moment I 

entered the room, now raised her faded eyes to mine, 

while something like a smile played upon her pale lips, 

and said, in a voice scarce audible, 

" And ought I to regret the loss of beauty ? or, of life ?" 

" O Alice ! but for me you might still " • 

" Hush f you have ever been kind to me, Mr. Levis ; — 
and, indeed, who now but you would visit so poor a wretch 

as I am? But — ." She laid her skinny hand upon 

mine ( — ^It was cold and- damp — ). I understood the act ; 
for she looked at me in silence, and then towards the wo- 
man who stood at the foot of the cot devouring all we 
said. Accordingly, I requested the dame to leave us, — 
a desire with which she showed reluctance in complying. 
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<' Now — ^will you draw nearer to me^ Mr. Levis, npi 
hear the few words Death will yet suffer me to speak?" 

There was a single chair in the room ; the bottom wu 
broken through, and the untwisted rushes hung down oi 
either side almost to the floor. I placed it near the head 
of the cot, and seated myself so as to hear with ease the 
faintest sound of her broken voice. 

*^ May I ask of you a last favour, Mr. Levis, after my 
shameful contempt of your generosity ? — my neglect of 
your wholesome counsel ?" 

** Do not speak of it, Alice. It is my neglect that i» 
to blame, not yours. A melancholy quarrel drove me 
firom England, before the two days had expired at tiie 
end of which I was again to meet you ; and, since mf 
return, I have been so thoughtless as to forget the intererf 
it is my duty to take in your welfare." 

" You are deceived, Mr. Levis. I was too wicked t» 
profit by any efforts you could have made in my be 
The sum you gave me was speedily squandered in foUfi 

It had been the same with me, had you But wj 

breath grows short. While I yet may, let me obtain the 
promise for which I have presumed to send for you, 

and then, if strength be spared me — ...: It ii, 

perhaps silly, Mr. Levis, in one who has lived a life of 
infamy, to care what becomes of her body ufter death ;■ 
but — ^I feel I shall die with more content, if I know that 
ray poor remains will not be huddled into the grave, 
like those of other wretches who die as I do. Will 
you — will you see that I am buried decently ?" 

" I will." 

" God bless you for that ! — as for all the other good you 

would have done to poor Alice I did not dare, 

Mr. Levis, to make this request before the woman who 
has just lefl us ; for, did she but know your readiness to 
do any thing for me, there would be no end to her impo- 
sitions in my name. O, were I to tell you all that I have 
suffered from her cruelty! I should ere this 
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lave been turned into the streets to rot, but for the little 

noney and the few articles of clothing I had lefl all 

>f which she has managed to draw from me, piece by 

piece, till now nothing remains. Nor do I believe 

she would have done my errand this night, only she ex- 
pects you will leave with her the means to lay me out and 
bury me. You see how I lie now." 

" And you have suffered, Alice, without any medical 
aid ?— ^-without even an attempt made to restore you ?" 

"Yes; but — it matters little !" 

"O! why did you not send to me, when you kiiowl 
am so^willing to assist yoii ?"- 

^' I was ashamed — after the bad use I had made of 
ywu generosity." So shame, or pride, can exist even in 
tbe breast of a courtesan ! 

In the little she had already said, Alice had been 
obliged to pause repeatedly : now, there was a silence for 
ibme minutes. She was evidently jnuch exhausted. 
'^Hien at length she spoke, her eyes were fixed upon the 
Sgfat, which I'have said stood at the foot of the cot. 

^I am sinking rapidly," she said ^<Iam 

"Watching that candle, Mr. Levis. It is melting fast — 

the same winds, that have blown upon my head for these 

three months, and have aided in killing me, are fast de- 

, itro3ring it — and it will soon expire ; — ^but I shall die be- 

fere it. They did right in placing it by me I 

vender, Mr. Levis, whether any body ever found it easy 

to die ? — * — It is not easy for the wicked ! O, I 

am so wretched, I would rather part with life than retain 
it, were it not for the guih which sits so heavy on me at 
this hour. I have, indeed, sometimes tried to think there 
cio be DO world hereafter ;*— but it was a poor relief. ■ ^ ■ 
Do you think, Mr. Levis, there is i^ny hope of mercy for 
ooe so vile as I am ?" 

" We are told so, Alice, if repentance be sincere. ■ ■ 
Rot do not ask me ! I — I am — O, Alice ! I am too . 
wicked !" — and covering my face with my hands, I was 
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about to forget my situation in the painful thoughts 
rushed over me ; but the dying woman, without rem 
my manner, or even appearing to have heard my a 
continued : — 

*^ I have sometimes prayed to God since my sic 
I prayed a little while before you came. — I cam 
think the Almighty will hare some compassion oi 
my life of crime has been but short, and perba 
misery I have endured for the last year — may^ 
Her yoice, which had gradually been growing hus! 
ihdistinct, now ceased altogether, or was heard • 
muttering ; and as I watched her, I observed that < 
of the countenance which betokens instant dissc 
I placed my hand beneath her back, and raised 
little. For at least half-an-hour, she lay almost c 
less, and gave no evidence of pain, except by a co 
low moaning, with a trembling of the lips, and oc< 
ally a chattering of the teeth as of one who sufiei 
cold, while her eyes were fixed on mine with a h 
glassiness. Suddenly she appeared convulsed, a 
tempted to turn over in my arms — a spasm shook 
muscle in her face — the eyes rolled, the mouth ( 
gasping-r-and both became fixed. The head fell 

The next moment, the light in the saveall fiash 
*wards— <iuivered for an instant, — the hot wick sanl 
ing in the melted tallow, — and I was lefl, in darknes 
the dead, 
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CHAPTER V. 

The heir, of Linne is full of golde ; 

And come with me, my friends, s«yd hee- 
Let's drinke, and rant, and merry make, 

And he that spares, ne'er mote he thee. 

They ranted, drank, and merry made, 

Til! all his gold it waked thinqe ; 
And then his frishdes they slunk away ; 

They left the unthrifty heir of Linne. 

Hnr of Linne. 

. You are now prosperous ; but the day perhaps t> not dis- 
UifUf tth^n you Shall be so no longer. My uncle's words 
prophetic ; and the curse of his wounded spirit 
fell upon me. 
I had already sunk by my enormous extravagance one 
^yUrd of my fortune. This, prodigal -like, I little regarded ; 
when I lost the additional sum of £19,000, by en- 
like a fool in a mining speculation in America,! be - 
to fear that the rest of my property would take wings 
a similar manner, and thereupon withdrew it from the 
stock companies, among .which my uncle Jeremy had 
M it distributed, to intrust the whole amount to the hands 
of one banker. The consequence was, that the banker 
^iQg, I found myself without a shilling. 

Thus plunged, of a sudden, from wealth to poverty, the 
^ock I experienced was of course tremendous. I was 
>t first absolutely stunned by the fall, nor could believe 

wy situation real. But if the reader will take the 

advice I have given him on the one hundred and thirty- 
seventh page, and, shutting the volume, imagine himself 
%r one moment to be precisely circumstanced ks I wais, 
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he will conceive all that I would say, much k 
I, or any other man, can express it. 

I was yet holding the letter that announced I 
fortune, when my valet brought in some pape 
seeing me engaged, laid them on the table. Tli< 
folded very suspiciously. In a kind of desperadoii^:^ 
open two or three. There it was— cfefttor to such-' ^ 
and such-a-one, and such-a-one. There was no ii» 
looking further ; the amount even in these was ai 
as I could now pay, were I to sell horses, carriages, 
thing I possessed. — Had the devil hung a halter 
way then, I believe I should have tried it. " The c: 
I exclaimed, tearing the papers into atoms, "No »<^^ 
am I struck down, than they all pounce at once upot ^ 
carcass ! Could they not wait one moment longer < " 
and yet the poor men only sought their rights. I locW 
my door, and walked the room in an agitation little tf* 
viable. — ^The reader knows by this time how suddei I 
was in my resolutions — ^the first idea that presented itt» 
being usually adopted. I resolved, as wickedly as ih- 
surdly, to retrieve my losses in some measure, by resoft* 

ing to the gaming-table. My friends dine with melb 

evening — , I said, — they will be glad to lend to fl* 
whose purse has been always open to them. 

The dinner was ready at the proper hour ; but m] 
friends came not : the dinner was kept waiting ; sti) 
they were absent. My heart sank within me : I thougli 
of the many instances I had read of the hollowness c 
friendship, and Timon of Athens stared me in the ver 

face. But, psha ! — , I said, — these are mere tales ; 

will not believe them ! My friends have heard of D 
misfortune, and delay to come only out of delicacy to n 
feelings ; — it is a proof of their affection. — ^I will wri 

to them. Accordingly I wrote to those of my acquaii 

ance who were reputed the richest, requesting them 
lend me such sums as would be sufficient to silence tl 
most clamorous of my creditors. The messenger soc 
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« Ond of the gentlemen was out of town ; an- 
"ms soddenly indisposedy and could not be dis. 
^ > m thifd was eony he could not oblige Mr. Levis, 
^ luid jQit been paying a debt of honour, and found 
^^ abnott pennylesB ; and a fourth — ^the man on 
'^ I most depended, because he was the one I had 
' ^iie$|ed---had the impudence to return my letter, 
^^Oghe neoer knew me. My eyes were now opened. 
^ I had ail along neglected to draw the proper dis- 
^^ between the terms— •^/HtfmZ and companian. 
^^^ I was yet raving with passion — because I had 
"^ that I was not so wise as I had hitherto thought 
9*^^}-^ couple of letters were handed to me. I knew 
^ <Hice, by their superscriptions, that they came, one 
'''^Lady Ame, and the other from Sir James Maitland, 
Mbad no doubt that they tK>th contained offers of assist- 
^ which, in the latter especially, I should find worded 
tt a delicacy that must prevent offence even to the 
nst pride. But I tore them both, without opening them, 
d scattered the fragments about the apartment. *^ No !" 
idaimed, " I rejected their friendship when I was pros- 
ous; I will not be indebted to it now! They shall 
rer sneer at my boast of independence !" I spoke so 
d that my valet came running into the room. 
•Did you call, sir?" 

' No ! — ^Yes, yes, I did. Tell your fellows to come here." 
rhe man stared. << My fellars, sir f 
' Yes, sir, your fellows ! do you mock my words ?— ^ 
ir mates — ^booby ! — ass ! send my servants here — all of 
m! — And come yourself.'* 

[%e domestics attended accordingly. I took my purse, 
I paid them all their full wages* There was one guinea 
. I threw it at their feet : 

•There!" I cried, "leave me! — There is my last 
Ilea ! I give it you — spend it among you." 
rhe men stared at one another in mute astonishment 
Vol. n. 14 
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" Do you bear me ! Must I order twice t Do yoa im4 
know I am ruined 1 Will you ding to a'&lling hooipjl 
Leave me I say ! — I have no more to give yon — BegoM!" 
I stamped my foot, and foamed at the mouth* 

The men left me; and, whether owing to fear .« 
sorrow on their part, I could not detect the fiuntestvfd^ 
on the features of any one of them» though I wvtched vitb 
frantic jealousy. Had I observed the least inolinalifls ft^ 
pleasantry, I believe I should have put m3F8elf in Ai vay 
of being elevated beyond the reach of misfbitune.— -Tto 
left me, I say ; but, before they left the house, they IM| 
care to remunerate themselves, for the loss diey m^ 
sustain in being out of employment, by pilfering eaoqH 
to pay each of them three months' wages. 

The next day 1 called my creditors together, asdi 
liveredto them all I possessed. They behaved with ktfjj^. 
severity than is usual in such cases ; for, as I had alvmj 
been liberal towards them, and had paid their hilb wA^[ 
the strictest punctuality while it was in my power, th||| 
not only left my person at liberty, but permitted me to.i 
retain the whole of my wardrobe, besides the. watch I 
wore, which was of considerable value. These arddM 
I immediately converted into money> and proceeded thm 
with to the gaming-house. Desperate, I deposited tte 
whole sum upon a single stake. I thought my eyes wouU 
burst as they watched my fate deciding.— ^I lost 

My excessive agitation was noticed by the company 
around, for, as I was quitting the rooms, I heard some one 
remark, with a laugh, << Poor fellow ! he looks as thoogli 
he would shoot himself." I turned deUberately back, ami 
with a firm step walked up to the table. *' Did- any one 
speak ?" There was a deep silence. I looked aroand 
me. No one durst answer ; — ^for there is something in 
the defiance of a man wrought up to my state of feeling 
that will make even the stoutest quail for a moment 
Slowly I retraced my steps through the long apartinent 
When at the door I once more turned, and faced the play- 
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Tlkefe ¥mt not a sneer, not a sraOe to brave me ;— • 

the liell that raged withm my heart was still blazmg 

my ejFVk Slowly I descended the stairs, treading 

«vily with je^dous caution, that every step might be 

rard. The moment I reached the street, the blood 

Hlitfn nN>m my nostrils. 

i^;ht I was sopperless, houseless. But 1 did not 
Where I might be known — where every being 
HMd would seem to grin at my distress : I chose 
$ wSest lane^ alleys where disease, and vice, and 
mtidiediiess, swarmed thick around me, and tainted the 
wy aftmoq>here. Tet I felt no sympathy with the 
patches tiiat brushed by me : I shrunk from their con- 
Bi with loathing, and. drew my very coat closer to my 
Iffy feir fear it should touch the filth I bated. Towards 
Mteiiig I IMt sick and weary ; when, seeing some loose 
Imrim standing slantwise against an unfinished building, 
taooched behind their welcome shelter, and sought that 
ifaiee which comes least ojften to those who need it most, 
ge hmffpy oblivion of sleep. 

JiMt 88 1 was loomng the sense of my troubles, a party 
rfrolieksome cun came galloping down the street. They 
lopped directly before my lodging-place and began to 

indbol together. Happy creatures ! -^, I thought,with 

■igfa, — Tou are houseless as I am,— ^and, perhaps, like 
be, half starved ; yet you have no care to worry you. 
Vi-aight ybtt sport till wearied, and then he down, con- 
nledy iA the first spot that offers a resting place ; and 
hen the morrow comes, you take the food that chance 
rovides, without one thought of when and whence the 
ext meal is to come, — and without the curse of pride, 
Mt woiddbidyou care what eye observed your motions. — 
port on, ye only true philosophers ] — r and, in the feel, 
iga of the moment, I clasped my hands, and gave bitter 
Iteranee to a complaint, very natural in my situation 
at which had been contemptible if really intended,-*-^ 
O ! why w^ / Qot bom a dog !" /Hius do- we basely 
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which Hill rarvhrad amid the dan^Mof my eahamt 
died for a moment at thip aggression; btttflqrstreog 
imaUe to maintain it^— 4t quivered, and expired, 
out a word, or sighi I rose from the stone, and i 
myself to the door of the next house. The rain b 
soaked through my clothes ; I shivered with tb 
and my teeth chattered ; but the heat of my eye 
intolerable, and a fire seemed to be consuming m] 
— I will beg— ^ I said ; but I thought of the insu 
just endured ; and I felt it was useless. 

In a little while I fancied I was dying. I ere] 
door of a house where there was revelry and dai 
O God, what an acme of misery was it to feel th 
perishing of starvation, while those within were i 
in waste-— waste that could save me—-, without one 
of the wretch, who was crawling but a few ya 
them, destitute of even a crumb to appease the 
of his entrails ! — and I remembered, at that hou; 
myself had been, and how I had turned my oi 
from my table with reyilings, and I felt that his c 
indeed lighted on me. 

Another hour passed. At least, it seemed an 
my feelings ; for I heard no clock strike the hec 
The nausea of my stomach began to abate ; bi 
succeeded by a more horrible seosation — as th 
nerves of that organ were laid bare, and slowl} 
with a rough knife. A parching thirst was add 
pangs of hunger. I put the sleeve of my co 
swelled lips, and endeavoured to extract the 
from the cloth ; but my strength was too littl 
effort, and I shuddered at the vain attempt with 
loathing, such as those appear to suffer who are 
with canine madness. My brain grew more 
dizzy : I fancied I could feel each convolution r 
spreading ; and it seemed as if the skuU wou! 
give it room. But then there was another chang 
agonies subsided to a sort of painful quiescence 
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3d the egression) ; I felt jb wretched debility* 
-Itho«ght»— -it will soon be all over with me. — =. 
9WD to die, and waited. with the impatient. ejithu* 
lesperation for that moment which should put 
» my sufieriogs.— Few are there who know, but 
» do know never mayforget, that singular cah% that 
hich is not feeling, and that numbness which is 
tive, with which the exhausted mind awaits th^ 
roke of the power it has so long battled with, 
a i^temness of satisfaction, a gloomy pride> to 
ice to the storm we know we cannot lay, and 
iirhich we feel a few short minutes must sweep 
•nity. — 

own to die :— but death came noti The night 
: the rain ceased: the morning dawned. Its 
evived me a little. — With the first grajf light a 
reared, coming down the street with a box upon 
der. He walked rapidly, and did not observe 
shivering mass of human flesh he almost brushed 
ig. The moment I saw him, a method of relief 
1 itself, that would rid nie of my troubles instan- 
', and for ever :— it wa? self-murder. With the 
9 of lightning an event of my boyish days* traced 
shadow across my memory : The suffering I 
when I thought myself drowning, without a hope 
e, was present for a moment to my mind, and a 
ancy occurred to me that it would be more plea- 
ie by the death which had once threatened, than 
ther. 

ot describe exactly what were my feelings, afler 
med the desperate resolution to hasten the termi- 
* my existence ; but I can make myself thus &r 
9d, when I say, that, though there was enough 
less in the thought of my purpose to nerve my 
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weak indl ■tiffened limbs with the ability reqninte to 
pat it into executioii, yet I wassufficieodj deliberate to 
weigh, as I tottered along the streets to the ri^er side, the 
right I had to thrust myself, uncalled for, into the fn» 
sence of my Maker. ' I remember sa3ring to nys^ 
—Why is suicide so black a crime ? — Because it destroys 
a life that may be useful to one^s family, one's fneBdst 
one's country ; and hurries one, with all the raiik o ih s o ss 
of his nature thick upon him, unwashed, beRnre the jodg- 
ment-seat of a jealous God. But how, if life be no Isogop- 
of use,— if it be a burthen, not only to ourselves, but to d' 
that are connected with us— ^d a burthen that must son 
be taken from us if we threw it not off with our own handi' 
— , is it forbidden us to turn our backs upon the dial, tint 
we see not the tardy motion of the shadow which flMil^ 
daricen the appointed number ere the load may be drof^ 
ped ? Is it sinful to save our poor natures some hours af 
agony, when we know they cannot, after that period^ 
bear up against the shock which comes to level with Ae'' ^ 
dust their sapped foundations ?— and that we shall not 
then be more prepared than we are now ? ■ T he W 
clause in my reasoning I durst not dwell upon ; and satiii' 
iied thus far, I looked no further. 

I reached the quay: but, as I stopped, and gasped, 
while my heart beat frightfully at the nearness of the ftle 
I was about to leap, my purpose was arrested by the sigkt 
of some little wharf poets — those vagabond boys, wiio 
spend almost their whole existence listening to the me- 
lancholy plashing of the water against the green wharves, 
and watching the curling of the wave as it enters the little 
holes tCad crevices of the rotten wood and is regurgitated. 
Though it was so early, there were several of these ro- 
mantic, bare-legged idlers, sitting on the quay; and I 
feared lest they should observe my attempt, and prevent 
its success. They were gazing at something. By a 
natural movement I raised my eyes to see what at- 
tracted their attention so strongly. It was a movement 
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on whidi my whole destiny depended. — ^I saw a Yessel 
which appeared to be just upon the point of leaving an 
opposite wharf. The Uiought at once struck me that I 
lugfat find employment on board, and there earn an ho. 
neel, diough hard subsistence, unknown to those whose 
SBeers I so much dreaded. 

I found strength to reach the quay almost on a- run. I 
even sprang, rather than stepped, upon the deck of the 
Tenel. << Where is your captain?" I demanded of the 
bogy sailors. Ere an answer could be returned, I heard 
a Yoice exclaim, in joyful surprise, " Mr. Levis !" and a 
nsn, stepping before me, grasped my right hand in both 
his own. 

*' You do not remember me. I am James Berther, the 
poor man whom your generosity snatched from the grave, 
whose family you rescued from worse than death. — ^You 
do not know me yet ? — True ! I'm altered now — thanks 
to your uncle's ^kill and kindness, — but first to you — I 
owe it all to you ! — Come with me to the cabin, Mr. Levis ; 
i will explain it all." 

I. knew him now. — ^Thus, for the hoiir of my .greatest 
seed, had Providence built a haven of refuge, in the only 
purely good act that had marked the vicious days of my 
prosperity* And my heart whispered the beautifully 
ttlemn verse. Blessed be the man that provideth for the 
ftdb and jieedy ; the Lard shall deliver him in the time of 

^rnUef 



\M 



«tZTT TXAU or TBB 



Bi-tr; 



CHAPTER YI. 



Ttan if afkir btteiviMr ki tkMk MftttiB ; 
And tboagh that jutura with a beaawooi waS 
Dock oft elow ttf poftodoB, ]r«t oC tbae 
I Witt Mtoire, ttMm hast a Mild tiMtt aoiti 
WUii tliia thy fUr an4 ootwaid character. 



lb 



-■ «» 



Theo roM, fttna leato iky, the wild fhr«wefl! 
Th«n ahrielc'd tha tlmli, and atood itiU the brave— 



DtaAek 



Afteb giving some rapid order to his mate, the 
of the vessel (for such was Berther>) conducted me 
the cabin; bat, my temporary excitement being 
over, he was obliged, to his evident surprise, to assist 
down the companion-way. When at the bottom he 
at me a^ moment, and sprang back with an ezclamatioffi 
horronr ; — ^for the suffering I had lately undergone J 
mind and body, and the manner in which I had pasm!] 
the last two nights, miist have given' a ghastly and hsg* 
gard expression to my sunken features, and a filthy wM* 
ness to my person. 

'* Yes ; I am altered," I said, replying to his look aiif 
exclamation ; ** I have not eaten a mouthful for two days," 
—and, unable to stand any longer, I sank upon a chak. 

Without a word in return, the captain called to the 
steward to bring bread and wine instantly ; then, seating 
himself near me, he looked sadly in my face, for some 
minutes,' without speaking. I understood this expressife 
silence. "Yes," I said; "You see a mournful change, 
Mr. Berther. A little while ago I was wealthy, — too 
much so, indeed; for my own good ; now, I am a ruined man 
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^wirh^yt a ^diinS'— wiUiout a friend^ in tbe worid/' A 
deeper shade immedialely darkened the captain's brow. 
'^Now,-— I thought,-* I shall never more be happy. All 
men, I find, are alike ; there are no frienda but halcyon 
fiieads, that are never found but when the sea is cairn.'' 
Haj^ily I was deceived; for the master, with an ez- 
piMnon glowing in his eyes that made his plain features 
appear almost haadsooie, said, &e moment his emotions 
ceased to fetter his utterance, 

"I little thought, Mr. Levis, when I lay^ in poverty, 
Dpon a bed of sickness, and you came like a ministering 
angel to raise me, — ^I little Uiou^t then, when you said 
that the day perhaps might come, when you should need 
alike kindness to that you was rendering me,-^, sir ! I 

little thooght your words would 'ever prove true ! But 

sow, that the day has indeed come, I thank God it is in 
■f power to show myself grateful. All I have is yours : 
take it — use it as you will !" 

I am a very woman in any thing that moves me. My 
ifas moistened as I took the captain's hand, and inter- 
nfled him, '' Not so, dear sir. i am here fi>r the very 
fvpose of obtaining assistance ; but you must sufiSsr me 
la fix the terms on which that assistance may be accepted. 
'Tea are master of this vessel: you may, perhaps, have 
aeeasion fiur aclerfc ; I will " 

^ Mr* Levis— !" exclaimed the captain. But here the 
iavaid entered, and, with a natural sense of propriety, 
4ieh, as it is the joint productioQof a good head andagood 
kasit, his rough profession had not been able to destroy, 
ka immediately checked himself to give me an opportu- 
aitjr of allaying my hunger. 

1 almost cried with joy when I saw the articles of food 
befine me ; — ^I sprang to the table ; I seized the bread ; I 
WfAeoffa [Hece ; but such was my debility and the irri- 
taUe state of my stomach, that, the instant I put it to my 
aoath, I was ^eiased with dizziness, and fell senseless into 
Oie arms of the captain. 
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When I reyived, Mr. Berther made mc^mniSafmfi 
wioe a little diluted; and then a small poftiosfftl 
bread, then some wine again (but pure), and theniflflM 
portion of the bread, and so on, by little and litdef it 
the strength of my whole system thns renovated thfoif^ 
its *^ centre," I breathed another man. 

He then said, resuming the discourse which hid M 
interrupted, ** Tou will accept my assistance, Mr. Mir 
only upon certain conditions. You forget, sir, tbtlhtf 
you are reproaching me for being indebted to yoon.^ 

He was right. "True.-: ^You are about to rf 

soon, I presume, for the West-Indies ?" 

<* Yes ; we are already clearing from the wharf, v 
shall set sail with the first fair wind." 

** Well then ; you shall take me with you ; I have i 
tie to bind me to this land ; there are many little ths| 
that I can do on shipboard ; and when you arrive ati 
end of your voyage, perhaps I may find some eoopk! 
ment that will enable me to refit my shattered fortunes- 
there are many Englishmen who, from a worse Gori 
tion than mine, have risen to be rich in the West hik 
(I added, with a melancholy smile,)." 

And so the matter was settled, and I went to sea. 

Few men have I known that better pleased me thaa M 
Berther. Sensible, and, though almost wholly M 
taught, well informed ; with all a sailor's frankness ( 
rather — all the frankness that is attributed to the saila 
and very little, if any of a sailor's roughness ; he wi 
moreover, sincerely pious — a rare merit in one of hiifi 
fession. ' Yet he never made his feelings clash unneci 
sarily with those of others, nor when the storm raged | 
a prayer-book into his men's hands instead of a' rop 
biit kept his piety, where alone it CQuld be cherished, in ( 
warm cover of his own bosom : and, though seldom 
dulging in the folly of an oath himself, he knew he mi| 
as well draw the blood from his sailors' veins, and th 
bid them work, as expect them to do.their duty with< 
blaspheming. Hence he was beloved and respected by 
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9W, and*, coJueqiiently, never was there crew more 
iy. Oncey the first time I discovered the pecu- 
olomr <rirUs sentiments, when I had said to him ** It 
y rarely we find a man in your profession il^iik and 
I yea do, Mr. Berther," he answered : — 
hope not, sir ; for in what profession is the little 
yon give me credit for more needed than in ours ? 
•Levis, if we, between whom and God's vengeance 
are but a few thin planks, — ^if we, who know not, 
we lie down at night, that our eyes shall ever again 
Hit to see our death, and then close forever, — ^if we 
\ not be pious, who is there on the earth that should?" 
mg my head in silence for sonie minutes, and a sigh 
its way to my lips ; for, though owing to the power 
t>it, which wears all things down to the same dead 
fact will not furnish the proper answer to this ques- 
thought how much happier I should have been, how 
less miserable I should be now, were such my feel- 

Tien you speak thus, Mr, Berther," I said, "you 
3 think how basely I have misused the advantages 
ere heaped upon me — ." 

o," replied my friend — for was he not a friend in- 
— ; **^ those advantages are the very causes of your 
ig : it is only adversity, Mr. Levis, such, for in- 
>, as I have suffered, a complete destitution of all 
mforts of this world, thisit bids men look for comfort 
ther. Besides, in youth though it is well to judge 
ves with harshness, as it is thus alone we may cor- 
ir faults, yet others should not look with too severe 
i upon the mis-steps we may make ; for, when the 
lation is so luxuriant, and overtops the dwarfish 
ent, is it strange that we should love to slumber 
its delusive shade ? You reproach yourself for your 
, Mr. Levis ; and you do rightly : but I am an 
nan, — ^I have known you, too, on one occasion, — and 
be permitted to judge more mildly. Your errors, 
:.. n. 15 
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my dear air, were errors of the head«— oot of tiiebMlt; 
for I am sure you muat have turned a deaf ear to 'tmif^ 
tates when you sufiered yourself to become vicioaB." 

His gratitude was carrying him upon dangerous gnori 
for my 'modesty. I laid my hand on his, and begged kai 
to desist. 

The greater part of the voyage was very agr oei Hi? 
for, too buoyant in temper to remain long sahtatB q fiikj 
misfortune, I soon rose superior to its waves. Bsk ttv 
relief was merely transient ; I was once more to Iw 
plunged into their black abyss, and that, ere yet tfaednfi 
were dried upon me that marked my first iirnnfliawj 
We were within a Tew days' sail of our destinatioB,«te] 
a brig was descried bearing down upon our wetdN^j 
quarter. I was standing by the captain at the tioae,! 
observed that he changed countenance. Without, 
ever, communicating his fears, he merely gaye 0T^n< 
make all sail and endeavour to get clear of the strange IW*] 
sel, which was evidently in chase of us. The ezertioii: 
fruitless : the brig gained rapidly upon us, and, hoM 
British colours, fired a shot, which fell but a foot €X t0] 
short of its aim. <* It is as I thought," said the eapMJ 
— ** She pretends to mistake us; but she must see otf! 
flag. We must heave to ; we can neither fight mat fiy»> 
Presently two boats came along side of our vmmI 
(— 4he brig lying off at a little distance—) ; and iflMt- 
diately we were boarded by more than twenty men,il 
well-armed, either with muskets, cutlasses, or long kaifV 
and pistols. In the confusion I managed to escape vilb- 
out notice, and conceal myself behind a c<h1 dT .ropsi} 
which lay in the bow of the vessel covered with a bit^ 
old sail. A moment's reflection must have convineai 
me that I could not remain long in such a situation with- 
out being discovered ; but we are none of vs alike at all 
times, and on the present occasion I obeyed the inipidi^ 
of the moment, governed by the horrid fear of that wtfflt 
of deaths — the being butchered tamely without a meatf 
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kfoukiag the least resistance. Thus, completely covered 
vf the sai], except where a fohl at the edge afforded an 
ipeitme aoffieiently large for me to see without being 
■BttSyl toy an agonized spectator' f the horrible scene 
wllieh was presently enacted. 

The pirate crew appeared to be composed of men of 
TarisoB nations, mostly Spaniards however, with here and 
Ibvre an Englishman. The captain himself was an Eng- 
IMiman, a man of short stature, small smooth features, 
pale blue eyes, and light hair, and wearing a thick sandy 
iMOsCache, through a ridiculous affectation of fierceness, 
flr, perhaps, to give manliness to his otherwise effeminate 
ice. He was armed with a long naked poniard, 
of pistols, and a cutlass. His first act, when on 
deck of our vessel, was to drive all on board. Captain 
Bertker included, to. the forepart of the ship, and set a 
guard upon them. He then, in a voice as cold as 
eyes, conmianded Berther to give him an exact ac- 
it of every article of value he had on board, threat- 
him, though in the same singularly deliberate man- 
^Vy with severe measures in cose he should withhold any 
yoint of information. When he had obtained the know- 
ledge he desired, the pirate laid his hand upon the first- 
nate» and drew him apart from his fellows in misfortune. 
^One must lead," he said ; ^< your captain is to bring up 
1km ieur ; so*-to begin with you !"— *and suddenly buried 
his poniard to the very hilt in the heart of his captive. 
The unfortunate man, with one, deep groan, fell flat upon 
Ibe deck, and his life blood spirted from the wound. 

The reason of. the pirate's keeping the ship's company 
on deck^ instead of driving them below, as is usual in such 
was now very evident. It was a refinement in 
»lty — to make each man suffer, previous to the agony 
of his own deathf the horrours of that deatb anticipated 
iiy the sight of a companion's struggles. 

Hie next to die was drawn up to the yard-arm. While 
he was dangling yet alive, the rover turned to one of his 
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crew, and said carelessly, in Spanish, '< There's a fine shot 
for you, Cristobal." The Spaniard grinned, and takin^^ 
deliberate aim with his musket, shot the cord in two-that 
attached the victim to the yard. The man dropped inta 
the sea, to finish there his sufierings by drowning ; while 
the whole pirate crew shouted in applause of this feat of 
dexterity. — Thus, in various ways, according to the bar- 
barous caprice of these wretches, the whole ship's oom- 
pany was despatched, with the exception of a boy of six- 
teen,, who was found already dead of terrour. 

One poor fellow's agony I remember well. He had 
just recovered from a seveite attack of fever, and firon 
consequent nervous debihty was completely unsexej* 
They had to drag him to his fate. As the captain raisMi 
his cutlass, he grasped the naked blade in his hands.. The 
weapon was instantly drawn through them, dividing tbe> 
fingers almost to the joints. The wretched man seemed 
not to feel the wound. '^ Spare me !" he screeched, rais* 
ing his bloody hands in supplication, " O spare me !".. 
<< What ! that I may swing for you f ' replied the kj* 
hearted pirate — " No, not one of you shall live to betray 
us, — not your vessel either ; you shall all to hell to> 

gether." " But I will not betray you !" persisted the 

sailor — " You can take me with you ! I'll be one of you !" 
..•^." You ! coward !" exclaimed the pirate,^ his- pale eyes 
darkening, and his bearded upper lip rising in scorn— the 
first emotion of any kind that had yet agitated his stony 
features — , ^^ we want no women with us ;"— -and wi^ 
the last word, he drove his weapon through the breast of 
his victim. The sufierer sprang forward jn hia sharp ago- 
ny, bur3dng the blade more deeply in his vitals, then fell 
backwards, and rolled over and over on the deck, grasp- 
ing at its slippery boards with his mangled fingers, whtte 
the red blood bubbled at his lips as his dying cries stmg- 
gled for utterance. 

The last yet istanding, save myself, of all the lately 
living crew, was the commander. Poor Berthei! he 
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lied as a man should die. Pale as the sun-bleached 
»nvas8 that flapped upon the masts of his own vessel, he 
tralked with a firm step, his arms folded and head bent 
upon bit breast, to where stood the pirate captain. A 
halter was put upon his neck as if to hang him. He 
raised bis eyes to heaven ; " My children !" I heard him 
distiaetly murmur ; and one, solitary te'ar trickled down 
fus manly cheek. Men, dead to every other appeal in 
natore, are oflen surprisingly alive to the grandeur of un- 
shaken courage. The pirate chief stopped the intended 
execution. <* He's a brave fellow," he said : *< he sha'n't 
die the death of a dog." The next instant his bright cut- 
lass rose in the air, and the poor master fell dead upon the 
deek, 'brained to the eye.' 

Thus perished the honest — ^the noble-minded — ^the 
pons Berther,— the sole support of a virtuous wife and 
three yet helpless children. God of Heaven, thy ways 
tie indeed unsearchable ! 

Motionless with horrour, I had witnessed the whole of 
this bloody tragedy, unable to avert my eyes from the 
scene : my own part remained to be acted, by way of 
afterpiece.-— The pirates now proceeded to rob the vessel 
of what specie it contained, and such parts of the cargo 
as comprised the most value in the least bulk. The rest 
of the merchandize they threw back again into the hold, 
a cautiim of which, at the time, I could not comprehend 
the oMtire. Suddenly, their captain turned his eyes upon 
my hiding-place. << Look, some of you," he said to his 
men, '^ and find what is under that bit of sail that makes 
it lie so damned awkward — By heavens ! it stirs !" In an 
iBstaht my covering was stripped ofi*. A yell of joy arose 
anong the savage crew, such as might have followed the 
discovery of some precious treasure. ** Bring him 
akMig!'* cried the captain. I was dragged along the 
deck, more dead than alive. <<Ho ! . a gentleman*! a 
paaienger I suppose ; — so much the worse ! he must go 
the rest.-— But stop; first search the booby's 

15* 



172 SIXTY YEARS OF THE BK. n% 

pockets.— What, nothing? Damn him!- To helt 
with him, then, at once !" 

It is easy for those who live in security to talk of 
braving death. Had I been told, two hours before, tfiati 
would tremble at an uplifted sword, I had laughed in 
scorn : but now — O God, what would I not have done to 
avert an hour, a minute, — O, a second, the coming blow! - 
I clung to the captain's knees in the agony of desperatioo. 
<< Spare me," I gasped, <' O, but one minute ! but oae 
minute, spare my life ! I am not fit to die ! Think how 
you would feel, were you denied a moinent's preparation! 
think of being condemned to quit life so young ! of bmg 
hurled at once to where you know not! Spare mo! 
Leave me but here to die ! Fling me, if you will, int» 
the wide ocean ! — but do not kill me ! Give me but the i 

chance of life, and I will bless you!" '^Danui 

the baby ! cut him down !" roared one of the crew, 
raising a hatchet at the same time ; but the captain, who 
I fancied was a little moved, pushed him back. ** 'Vast 
a bit ; let's give him the chance he asks for — and see if -] 
the sharks will be more tender than we are." And the 
wretch grinned. <<Over with him.! Over with the lub* 
ber !" shouted xhe crew, who perhaps were glad of a 
change in the mode of assassination ; and, in an instant, 
I felt the rough waves cut my flesh as I fell heavily into 
them. 

I rose under the stern of the vessel. The cold plunge, 
combined with the sense of release from immediate 
death to restore me to my right reason, and I saw at 
once the chance, which my present situation held out, of 
complete escape from the hands of the pirates. Climbing 
up by the rudder, I softly got into one of the cabin windowi. 
There I determined to remain till they should have left 
the vessel, knowing that I could easUy hear their foot- 
steps should any of them think of re-entering the cabin, 
and, before they could possibly descend the stairs, should 
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le able to make my escape by resorting again to the 
irater; for I was micommonly agile, and a good swim- 
ber, as I have elsewhere had occasion to mentiofa. 
Presently the boats put-off: but it appeared, that, owing 

their load of plunder, they could not carry back all the 
n6n they had brought ; . for, after they were gone, I still 
leard the trampling of many feet upon the deck, with 
)cca8ionally a peal of coarse laughter or a curse of im- 
patience. 

Again I heard the plashing of oairs. Once more the 
boats drew up to the vessel ; the oars sounded on the 
beoehes ; but — the pirates ^lid not descend* 

In a few moments I heard a sound like the drilling of 
ugers. The object of delay was now very evident : — 
the rascals were scuttling the vessel. To this succeeded 

1 suigular noise, as though sevleral heavy masses were 
Ibiowa rapidly into the hold. Then the men leaped into 
^ boats ; the oars rattled in the oar-pins ; again was 
leard the plashing of water; and then, all was still, 
^e pirates had lefl the vessel. 

Almost wild with delight (^-though still, amid the 
ipid thrilling of my heart, there beat one pulse for 
^ — ), I stole cautiously up the companion-way, not 
^ringto indulge the feeling which bade me rush up its 
>w steps, and satisfy myself at once that I again breathed 
le air in liberty. On reaching the deck, however, I 
tuod that the piratical brig was still in sight, and, there- 
»re, was obliged to skulk back to my hiding place, lest 
le rovers should discover me. i lay in concealment for 
bout ten minutes — at least such I suppose the time to 
ave been ; for to my feelings it appeared as many hours — , 
od then I ventured forth again. The brig was scudding, 
ir in the distance, under a full press of sail. 

Believed now from apprehension, I turned my eyes 
bout. me. The deck was stained with blood, already 
lackening from exposure, and spattered here and there 
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in little spots, where the marierers had ti^den caielesslj 
in it ; but of all the victims that had fallen not one was 
to be seen. Had they been thrown overboard 1 I looked 
to the hold. The hatches were down. — ^The pirates' 
caution in throwing back the refuse of the cargo, the 
singular noise I had heard while -in the cabin, was d0V 
explained! — ^The wretches, determined to leave no evi- 
dence of their crime that might rise to the surface of the 
water and betray them, had so arranged it that ^ ship 
and all things in her should sink together. But I had no 
time to indulge in reflections on the fate of others ; for, 
thus reminded that the ship was scuttled, I awoke to t 
full sense of the peril of my situation. Alone, upon i 
desolate ocean, — night fast approaching— and the vessel 
sinking under me, — and no prospect of relief -! 

I walked the bloody deck almost distracted by terrour; 
and, like the Trojan, when exposed to a danger some- 
thing similar, regretted that I had not perished witk 
my late companions. Suddenly a black speck appeared 
at the horizon. Uttering a scream of joy, I clasped 
my hands, and leaned forward, with eyes dilated to 
watch the object. It grew larger and blacker : then, I 
distinguished the masts — the sails — ^the hull ! It was 
indeed a vessel ! — ^You, who have imaginations, place 
yourselves one moment in such a situation, and coa- 

ceive its ecstacy. For myself— I Why should I 

blush to acknowledge it ? ^I cried like a child. 

The sail came nearer. I had a cambric handker- 
chief in my pocket, part of the wrecks of my former 
finery : — the pirates dei^ised, what the sheriffii had 
spared. It was heavy with brine. I wrung it, and 
waved it in the air. Then I stripped off my wet coati 
and used it for a signal. And then I shouted, and 
screamed, and tossed my arms, and danced upon the 
deck,— doing every thing that my delirious ftncy sug- 
gested, to attract my notice. Holy God ! they see 



I 
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—the boat puts off^it bounds over the waters, near- 
and nearer — ^I feel the ship I stand in sinking 

ler me ; but I mind it not ; for my heart rises and 

s with the barge that comes to save me. Now they 
within hail — ^the men shout in answer to my cries — 

) heave — ^another — O, another ! — they touch the 

sel ! God of goodness ! I am safe ! 
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CHAPTER I. 

Fair Cadis, riAai o*tt the dark blae Ma. 

Childe BotbU, 

al raovimianto que hizi^ron de poaem en pie, la bei- 
inoea alcb la cabe9a, y apartandose loa eabelloe de ddante de los ojos coa 
eatmnbaa bmoos, mifd lot qua el mydo basian ; y apeoaa kM hu vo viito, quan- 
do ae leyantd en pie, y sin agnardar ll cal^arse, ni k recoger kw cabelloe, * * 
qateo ponene en tany'dra, llena de turbacion y aobreealto : 

Kind Reader : — ^When I formed the design of per- 
tionitig these my memoirs into Books, it was not with the 
view of affording thee ceitain haUf'Way accommodations, 
>vhere thou mightest stop thy jaded steed (meaning my. 
aeU), and, wh ile thou tookest some refreshment for thine 
own tired lungs, suffer him, poor beast, to blow a little ; 
for, though I am an aged animal, yet have I not acquired, 
with my lank belly and projecting haunches, that modi- 
cum of carthorse humility which would induce me to 
prick mine ears with satisfaction, could I be made sensi- 

VoL.n. 16 
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ble that, on reaching the end of thy journey, thou 
wouldest attribute the safety of thioe own neck and that 
of thy Rozinante, merely to the aforesaid stopping-places; 
but (to cast the nature of a horse and- resume mine 
own-^which, by Ae inestimable privilege of humanity, 
more resembleth that of an ass,) — ^I have arranged it thus 
to indicate a greater lapse of time, or a greater sepanu 
tion of scene, than intervenes between the incidents de- 
picted in one Chapter and those which form the subject 
of another. 

Behold me now in Cadiz. T he generous seaman to 
whom I owed my life was not contented with merely dtso 
charging his duty, but — ^a true Spaniard — , once inter- 
ested in my welfare, strained every nerve till he had 
rowed my bark into a snug haven ; — recommending me, 
on his own, sole responsibility, to the merchants in whose 
. employment he sailed — and that, without knowing any 
more of my character than he could gather from my ajp- 
pearance, my conversation, and such portions of my his- 
' tory as I chose to communicate ! Men of prudence — that 
is to say, men of cold heart and much knowledge of the , 
world, will sneer at this kindness as a rank specimen of \ 
folly ; but, when I forget it, — may I cease to remember j. 
all that makes me man ! and lose the sense of all that 
renders life precious — ^the fooUsh romance that bids me 
shut my ears against the loud warnings of Experience, 
when she tries to drown the ever gentle whispers of my 
heart!. 

I gave the honest captain no cause to repent of his 
folly; for, notwithstandmg the temptations which that city 
of the senses held out to me (not unsuccessfully,) on 
every side, I performed my duties so much to the satis- 
faction of my employers, that, before the expiration of 
eight months, I found myself elevated almost to the foot- 
ing, of a partner in one of the most opulent houses of 
Cadiz. Of course, under these, circumstances, a tem- 
per like mine could not remain long X)V'ercast. Indeed, 
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ia a very few weeksi even the light vapours that occa- 
sioiially dimmed the clear ether — the traces and memo- 
riaLiof my late misfortunes — ^floated off; and I became 
once more the gay, and, above aH, the' happy Jeremy, — 
for, though I still danced in the train of Pleasure (and 
who does not in Cadiz ?), I danced no longer blindfold. — 
But while I laughed beneath the sunny heaven that hung 
over my spirits, a storm was brewing. I beard not its dis* 
tant rumbling ; but the cloud, though slow, was sure in 
its advances, and was gathering, black with desolation, to 
pour its fury over my devoted head, scattering in ruin the 
ripened harvest of my happiness, and almost blasting the 
very roots as they lay bare in every fibre to its violence. 
Early one Sunday morning, I joined a party of ac 
t^uaintances to pass the day at El Puerto (the opposite 
town of Port St. Mary). In the afternoon, when the rest 
were preparing to take a turn in the otameia,* I left them 
to stroll about the country. Delighted to find myself amid 
the beauty and freshness of a rich vegetation, instead of 
treading the banren sands of Cadiz, I extended my walk 
several miletf, — the landscape growing more varied at 
almost every step, and with increased charms that made 
me forget the distance I should have to return. • In this 
way I was induced to enter a romantic little llvenue, 
wUch crept along the base of a gentle eminence, tempt, 
ing the traveller by the coolness of its shade, and the 
p«rfiune of the wild flowers, which, defended from the 
hot sun, grew there in unrestrained, as unregarded luxu. 
iknce. The trees that rose on either side, chiefly of 
chestnut and elm, passed their leafy branches above, 
fimniBg a roof of living latticework, through which the 
eye caught here and there a glimpse of the deep blue 
heaven, as it seemed to one looking upward, without paus- 
ing in his walk^ to be rushing over him with great rapidi- 



* Aa MUmU* !■ t pabUe walk, planted with lowi of ueea— wbieb flmi at*- 
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ty ; while flowexin^y aromatic shrubs filled up the in- 
tervals between their tnmks, delighting both sighl 
and smell, and announcing by the closeness with which 
they grew, as if crowded for room^ and the variety of 
their species, the land where (as it often has been re- 
marked) the hand of God appears to hicve done every 
thing, that of man nothing. Sometimes these plants 
stretched completely across the path, as if to bar my pas- 
sage, so that I was obliged to stop and put tbem aside be^ 
fore I could proceed ; and then, the rustling they made, 
against my dress, or when they recoiled as I releasied 
them, would startle from their haunts the little grajr li. 
zards, which would dart by me, seemingly bewildered 
with terrour, so seldom had they been disturbed by the 
footstep of man.* 

After wiBdkmg about a hundred yards, I found the ave- 
nue to terminate in a fork, of which the right branch led 
directly into the open country (-*f(Nr I ceuld plaii^ per>> 
ceive both vineyards and olive plantations, at a Very trifling 
distance-), while the other appeared io be scarcely more 
than a cleft in the hill along whose base I have said the 
little shaded alley wandered. Curious to see whither 
this latter path would lead, I entered it without hesitation. 
It was iso narrow, that, standing With my back to one sid^, 
I could easily touch the other with my arm flexed, and 
was, moreover, thickly overgrown with weeds, and wild 
flowers and vines, entwined togeth^, and of extraordi* ' 
nary size. 

I had scarcely taken a dozen steps, which cost me near 
as many minutes, amid their intricacy, when I was arrested 
by the sound of a female voice singing a Spanish air. 
All good music has something of melancholy in its strains ; 
but this was peculiarly sad ; and .the tones of the voice 
were so exquisitely touching that every nerve in tey bbdy 



* AaSnglisbmaii in Spain fiada few tp sympatliSn with liim in Ms wimJir 
ration of iwal beautiet. 
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tingled witji delight. Astonished^ not at the sounds them - 
mlyes, but at hearing them in so wild a spot, I moved 
cautiously forward. — Suddenly my further progress ap- 
peared to be obstructed by a large rock which stood di- 
reelly across the passage in which 1 was treading. On 
ipproaching the barrier, however, I discovered, to the 
lefti a little opening between its smooth barren surface 
and the richly verdant, hill, so narrow that a common- 
liied man might just enter it sideways. A tall slender 
weed, growing from the foot of the hill, projected across 
the opening, the top of its green stalk rising to a level 
with my hat. I looked between its leaves, and saw a 
tifht diat held me to the spot, fixed almost like the sqjid 
rtone beside me, 'with wonder and admiration. 

The narrow cleft, at whose mouth I was standing, in- 
itead of winding through the hill or terminating abruptly, 
' ifis nothing more than a doorway to a kind of amphi- 
' theatre, whose longest diameter ( — taking as such a line 
;. inwn by my eye from the spot where I stood to the wall 
opposite—) might measure ten or twelve. feet. Tl^ree 
ibarths of the arena were surrounded by a rough, irre- 
^ gular wall of rocks, whose perpei^dicular masses rose to 
about the height of twelve feet, covered by dwarf trees, 
and by wild vines and craeping plants, which hung down 
the side,- seeking some hold whereto they might attach 
thepuelves, while, wherever the interstices of the rocks 
presented an outlet, however smaU, little delicate shrubs 
piojected their green headf (so rich is this neglected 
(oil !), as if proud to contrast their laughing beauty witli 
the stern bleakness of the wall within whose compass 
they had found a scanty footing. Opposite, though 
M in a direct line, to the cleft I occupied, was ano- 
ther, something similar' in width, but lessening gradually 
in depth, as it rose by a gentle ascent towards the sum- 
ait 4>f the hill. It served as channel to a narrow rivulet, 
which, arising from some unseen spring, poured down 

the atope with great rapidity, forming little waterfalls over 

16* 
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the rocky prominei^ces it encountered in its way, as it 
proceeded 4o discharge itself into a small pebbly basiD 
almost in the centre of the area ; whence the overflow* 
ing waters found escape, by a self-worn passage, to a 
woody chasm, (the euripw of the amphidieatre,) dowo 
whose steep they diss^peared, tumbling with a hoarse yet 
gentle murmur, most pleasant to the ear of melancholy. 
Two natural seats, running along the. foot of the rocky 
waU, almost to the whole extent of its circuit, and formed 
of broad flat stones, laid one above the other in the man* 
ner of steps, the Reader's imagination will be pleased to ^ 
convert into the Podium and the numerous benches for 
the eqUUea above it. — ^The quarter of the ampkitkealre 
still remaining to be described, does not^ in fiict, answer = 
the comparison at all ; for it was nothing more than i 
smooth, verdant slope, having the chasm at its foot to 
separate it from the smooth ground which I haeve destg' 

nated as the arena. ^Perhaps, after all, it would be 

better to read theatre for amj^tUkeatre ; — and then, the 
Reader will suppose- the two stone seats the benches for 
the multitude, the area the space occupied by the hi^^ 
orders, the little chasm the orchestra^ and the verdant 
slope the stage. 

In the above description I have embodied, for the sake 
of distinctness, the observations of repeated visits with 
my first impression of the place; for, after a sin^ 
rapid and delighted -glance around this scene of beauty, 
my eyes remained fixed upon the one living object that 
gave it animtition — a young girl in the dress of an Anda- 
lusian peasant. She was seated, or, radier, reclined, on 
the lower of the stone steps, with her left arm resting on 
the upper and supporting her head, while the right, 
dropped carelessly beside her, held up her cotton petit- 
coal of snowy whiteness almost to her knees, to prevent 
its being wet as she bathed her feet in the little basin. 
The position into which she had thrown herself displayed 
to advantage the exquisite gracefulness of her figure, 
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>rhich .WM Bymmetrical without fault, and of a slender^ 
ness so extreme as to border on fragility. The jacket 
die wore, being without sleeves, laid bare to the shoulder 
an arm rounded to exactness beyond any thing- of 'the 
Jdnd I have ever seen, except in painting or statuary ; 
and her short petticoat, raised as I have said, exposed 
the. taper calf and small springy foot, for which the 
women of her country. are jremarkabie. The fTian^tSa, 
thrown back upon the shoulders, unveiled a neck the 
very duplicate of poor Nannette's,* — ears, whose extra- 
erdmary beauty gave me, fox th6 first time, a conception 
of the important item these members might contribute 
towards the general elegance of Uie head, — a nose and 
fi«ehead, that stamped the beauty of the face as regu. 
hr, — and a mouth, of which I need but say the sweet 
yet pensive character accorded well with the music it had 
jQst breathedr Her eyes I could not see ; for they were 
cast down, apparently watching the crystal water of the 
livulet, which the motion of her little feet made sparkle 
in the slant rays of the setting sun ; btit I could easily 
imiigine, from the shape of their long. lids, and the dark 
hahes that closely fringed them, the fires that as yet 
lay hidden. To these attractions was added one, which 
perhaps was the greatest of all,, as found in the south of 
Spain : — Though her hair was of the deepest black (not, 
lH»wever, that coarse, heavy black hair, which, in women, 
dmoBt invariably gives a yulgar appearance to even the 
most elegant . faces ; but fine and silky), yet her com- 
plexion was lighter than belonged to an Andalusian, ap- 
proaching more to that brilliancy of skin, which .the de- 
Ucioos climate of Valencia bestows upon the beautiful 
women who enjoy its influence. Altogether, she was a 
wMe specimen of what the American poetf terms the 
aristocracy of nature. 



* Vid. Bk. iU. Ch. i, (p. 89 of this vol.). 
t Halligx. 
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I may be foTgiven af I speak extravaganOy ; since it 
was for diis woman I first knew the fiiU, the real power 
of Love — Love such as I had read of, such as Nannette 
had described him — the enchanter, before the waving of 
whose wand Reason and lUl the other guards of the sodI 
sink into slumber, while lightly he steps over their fallen 
bodies to the chamber of his victim. — ^But I anticipate. 

We read of loving at first sight ; and we are not apt 
ta credit the tale. I never believed it impossible; hr 
often in my- earlier days, when the first down of manhood 
was on fny lips, as my- warm imagination drew for me 
those angel forms of "beauty to which we meet, no ap- ^ 
proach in real existence, I felt within me the smouldering 
of a fire that needed but something at which to catcb, to 
burst into flame ; but yet I thought it improbMe, ■ Now! 
learned, that though the picture was from the pencil of 
romance, the original might be found in nature ; for, as 
I gazed upon this beautiful being, I felt the tumult of (^ 
sensations that were exquisite even to pain,—- my heart 
beat with a violence that almost deprived ine of breath, the 
blood rushed to my head, covering my face with a burn- . • 
ing blush, and my eyes filled with tears. I could have f 
wept from excess of pleasure.* 

Before I had quite recovered from my surprise^ the 
fair Andalusian resumed the song she had discontinued. 
As I leaned forward, with an absurd, yet natural eager- 
ness, as though I could hear any better by projecting my 
head six inches In advance of my body, the pliant weed, 
which shaded my observatoiy, bent under me, and the 
rustling I made in endeavouring to preserve my equili- 
brium startled the solitary.. She sprang up on the instant, 
and without waiting to put on her shoes, or the little straw 
hat that lay near her on the stone seat, darted toward#^ 



* In my youth, extreme beauty in any thing always produced pieciaely a 
like eflfect In poetry, painting, music, or in the living female form, etc., ft 
was all the same— It Is singular that our highest pleasures should after alTbe 
feelings of melancholy. 
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irce of the rivtilet. But the next iustuit I stood 
her. 

hy should yOu fly tne ?" I asked, in my best Cas^ 
siad softening my voice involuntarily-*" I Will not 
ou.*' 

fain furtive hesitated for a moment^ looking back 
gaze of mingled fear and wonder, and then at- 
d to. renew her flight ; but I held her arm. 
ly ! — Do. stay !" I repeated, while iny voice trem- 
) I could scarcely articulate ,the words ; " Tou 
believe I would harm you ?" 
sther she noticed my extreme agitation, or read, 
Bippealing earnestness of my countenance, an -ad* 
n thai could not be displeasing, I cannot ^y; but 
Fered herself to be detained, saying, in reply^ while 
BS rested on me with a lodk of such confiding 
ice, that, did I stand before her a villain medi- 

he blackest treachery, I must have been disarinQ4 
purpose^ 

•, I do not think you would, sehorJ^ She fhen 
in a lower voice, as if in soliloquy, << But who 
[larm poor ' Agata ?" 

lost started ; for this was the language of a child, 
person of diseased intellect. " Can it be possible," 
ht, *' that God has deprived this beautiful creature 
only faculty that can render her beauty of any 
' But no; every feature of her face was 
1 with an intelligence that forbade the harsh con- • 
• 

her back to the little stone seat, and placed my- 
nde her. She was the first to speak ; — ^for I was 
every thing but the contemplation of her beauty, 
ch I gazed with an earnestness that made the 
blush, when she noticed it, and draw her mantUla 
B charming picture. 

lat makes you tremble so 1" she said, with a laugh 
|riayed a new charnii not very common in Spaipi 
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a fine let of tedth. '< Too leem more afraid of me, than 
I of you, tehor" And then, without waiting fiur reply, 
she asked, " Are you a Christian ?" 

This question, . though one very frequently -put to 
strangers by the Spanish women, especially those of tiie 
lower orders, made me. smile. **I have always thought 
myself one, Agata.'^ 

"But you do not talk -like one-—" (she was • using 
CkrUtian and Spaniard as synonimous) ; " and then* 
your skin is so white— so very, white ! . I never saw any 
one like you before, sehor.V 

*< Tes, Agata ; but I am not of your country^ — ^I am an 
Englishman." 

'< An Englishman ! And what is thai ?" 

<^ O, I am come from a distant land-— -far, very far* 
acro89 the seas." 

<'And are the tt^ tkdre ail ad white ^ yoti aiS^ 
tenor?'' 

<< Almost all, Agata. . Some are dark, like the mail of 
your, country ; but the most of them ar^ fair, like ndt;^ 
with hair lighter, than mine, aAd eyes like the blue Af, 
above us." 

*^ Ah, how beautiful they must all be ! I shall never 
like the men of my country any more, I am sure I shall 
not. But Vm afraid you don't tell me true, senar ! And 
aire they all Christians toa? havie they churches just a* 
we have ? and do they go to mass, and kneel to so maaf 
saiiits, just as we do ?" 

<< Only some of them, Agata, — and those we call Roman 
Catholics. The rest of us consider many of the ceremo- 
nies of your church of .no* use, if not hurtful to religion; 
andy therefore, we have . fewer priests, and no imagofl^ 
and do not pray to the saints, as you do ; but we pray to 
Crod, Agata, and to th^ Saviour, just the same." 

^< And is that true " she exclaimed, throwing back her 
veil, and grasping my hand, while her beautiful eyes 
flashed a delight that astonished me* 
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*< It is, Agata." - 

^ And do you thiiik,"*-6he asked, with still more ear- 
lealiieMy — ** youy Seftor— 4hal your people are. right, and 
thil God likes their religiop as well as ours ?" 

** As |ar as man can judge in srach a case, Agata, I do 
Botdooibtit ; I profess that faith myself." 

** Then, I am not the wretch they call' me !" And the 
rauden depressed her .beautifid head, while her over* 
;, Atiged feelings, of whose nature I was as yet ignorant, 
I faind relief in tears. 

I drew nearer to her,, and took one of her little hands. 
; "AndfHio," 1 asked, with tenderness, <<who are they^ 
1 Agsta, that call you so V- 

** They, they, every body, — They tell me I am wicked, 

I love not those ugly priests, with their little bells, 

itid their tbrcheei, and their incense ; but -rl know not 

it is, senor -^ but, when I get here, and look upon 

beautiful sky, and the flowers, and when the mooii 

bright upon my little stream, and I watch it dance 

bend 'so prettily, I feel so melancholy, and my eyes 

with tears, and it seems as though I could fall upon 

knees, and pray to the God that made all these lovely 
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And had I found, at last, in this poor girl (ignorant — 
below the ordinary ignorance of her country women,"^ 
yet with a mind that saw through the hollow supersti- 
[flbaswhich a vicious priesthood have made the bit and bri- 
ie to rule degraded Spain) — ^had I found, in this child of 
rKitarei the very being my young imagination had so oft^n 
punted? a being possessed of exquisite beauty, yet 
•domed with genius, — one whose feelings could sympa- 
ftno with mine,— one in whose ear I could pour forth all 
the overflowings of my heart, without the chilling fear' of 



*b most ke remembered, that wbeierer I ipeak of Spain, whether in the text 
« Ae notM, it Ii4>f Spela towurde the close of the laat century. Of Spain, ay 
lit li, I kObw nodiliig— except what I am aMe to gather iVom the uewspapers. 
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being pitied as in enthwiast, or ridiculed for sentii 
that oould not be comprehended t Even the idea of 
happineas.waa rapturom. Forgetting that the acq 
ance between ua could acarcely cany the date of i 
iatence to a few minutee, I put my arm around the 
der waist of the girl, and pressed her to my heai 
claiming, in die ardour of my admiration, " Sweet 
ta !" She gently released hmelf, and looking i 
fiice for a moment, with an expression of surprise ik 
unmingled with displeasure, burst into tears. 

Not knowing what to make of this strange condi 
resumed the hand I had dropped,. and, bending my 
close to hers, whispered, *^ Why do you weep ? — 
you not tell me, Agata V* 

^*I weep because you are so kind; — No one 
speaks to me so softly as you do, se£k>r." 

^^ Why ! have you no parents, Agata ?" 

" Yes,— No, no, they tell n^e I have . none. Wl 
was a very little girl, the people I live with taught i 
call them father and mother, and then they were 
good to me ; but now they say they are not my pai 
and they do not use me well. They call me silly, bee 
I cannot bring m3rself to work as they do, and to i 
like them, but love to wander by the pretty brooks, 
hear the birds sing, and IooIl upon the sky when the 
ting sun streaks.it with so many beautiful colour 
when the .thousand little stars are shining so bright 
for this I could not complain ; for in food and dress 
give me every thing I want : b\it I would rather 
rags, and fare no better than Ute poor sheep, tha 
laughed at as silly,* when I feel, and know, Senor, 
my head is as clear as theirs." What pride in ai 
educated peasant ! 



^Deiaqged. 
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^' Tety Agata, perhaps yba mbconceive them-HieeiDg 
Jiey are so kind in other respects 1" 

'^ Oy noy I do not ! If they are not my real parents, 
belt kindness is not their own. No, no, seiior — every 
body laughs at me — my acquaintances, and all. The 
fcmng men, when they see me, shrug their shoulders, and 
seem to pity my misfortune : — ^1 would rather have them 
spit at me ! The young girls look at my hands and feet, 
and thank the Virgin that they have hands that are largo 
enough to work with, and feet that are made for some- 
thing besides show ; and when I pass them they sneer, 
and whisper, loud enough for me to hear, that thougli 
their parents are poor, they are honest, and they would 
rather be bom of such, than of parents that might be 
aiiiamed to own them. No, senor, I have none to love 
me — ^none to care for me, — and when poor Agata is 
dead, there wiU be none to weep for her — ^no, none." 

" Yes, Agata, I will care for you, I will love you, — and 
weep for you, and with you, Agata !" 

The maiden raised her head. Her dark eyes were 
glowing amid their tears, and she fixed them on mine, for 
a moment, with a tender thankfulness of expression that 
told how nearly my words had touched her heart. Poor 
•ditary! driven, by her. strong disgust of a society in 
whose vulgar notions and habits she could find no sympa- 
thy, to seek no other communion than the dangerous inter- 
course of her own imagination, unused to kindness, what 
wonder that, now she had found an individual, who looked 
open her wild fancies, not with contempt, but admiration. 
one who insulted not, but soothed her high yet affection- 
ate spirit, — ^what wonder that, her pride thus gratified. 
and the channel of her affections, hitherto choked up by 
neglect, thus suddenly laid open, — what wonder that she 
should be moved ! It was with her as with the vine of 
her native climate, which, though it grow alone, will still 
put forth its tendrils ; and those tendrils will curl — for 

Vol. II. 17 
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sach 18 their naCuie ; but biing within their reach some 
object, however alight, to which they may attach them- 
aelTea, and at once they twiat aroond it, with a doaeaess 
of onion that nothing but the hand of violence, or the limit 
of their own duration, may aever. 

I drew her to me, and preaaed my iipagentty upon her 
forehead* For a minute we sat in ailence ; but the loud 
quick beating of our pulaes, told each (too plainly !) of 
the other'a feelings — ^reeling, as we were, in the first in. 
toxication of a paasion, whoae aenaations were, probably, 
altogether new to Agata, and never might grow old to mjf 
weak heart. Suddenly the beautiful girl sprang up from 
her seat. 

" O see !" she cried, <* I must leave you now. The 
sun has been long gone down ; for the clouds above the 
little hill before us are growing dark, and the blue mist is 
mixing all the lovely colours into one. I must leave 
you !" — and hastily wrapping her face in her veil, and 
putting on her hat and shoes, dbe moved towards the 
source of the rivulet. 

'< Stay, Agata ! Do you not go by the way I camet 
You cannot get out by that path.'* 

"I never heard of any other till I saw you, seiior. I 
always come by this.^-See, it is easy." And, indeed, 
following her light figure as she trip'ped along the 
side of the little limpid streamy I found myself, after a 
few steps, at the top of the hillock, down whose slope the 
descent appeared almost smooth. . " Here we must part, 
sefior," said my companion. " If the poor peasant girl 
should be seen with a gentleman like you, they would 
laugh at her mere than ever, and then she would die of 

shame. Perhaps, I have been already too long 

BtU I come here every evemng^ senar" This touch of 
nature almost made me smile. 

<< Yes ; but, Agata," I said, as I held the taper ends of 
her delicate fingers, reluctant yet to part with them, ^^I 
cannot come again till next Sunday." 
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^o f^^-and Ae oghed. <« Then I will watch for yoa 
r evmimg tin die time comes round, and think 700 
eated by me on the great smooth stone near my 
f (>rooky where I first saw Che only one that ever 
to sooth my feelings. But you will come dien ? — 
ow Tory, very long the time will seem to Agata !" 



CHAPTER m 

Tuni} Angelina, erer dear, 

My ehanner, ton to eee 
Tliy own, Uqr loaf-kwt Edwin Ikere, 

ttesu>r*d to love and tbee. 

Tbttfl let me hold tbee to my lieait, 

Andev'ry care redga. -. 

And shall we never, never part t 

My life— my an that* s mine ! 

GOUMMXTH. 

was very late that nifrbt, before my body and the 
lothes renewed their acquaintance ; but, the Sun had 
led almost to the t<^ of die eastern wall, and #as 
t peeping over its edge to see what the lazy world 
doing, before my thoughts Would turn from their 
ng hi^ppiness to frolic in the diemce of dreams. 
A, the beautiful Agata, emplo3red eveiry faculty of 
aind : — Memory retraced the past scene ; Imagina- 
drew, with finger of fire, the Sunday yet to come ; 
Reason showed in prospect the consequence of the 
on I was indulging, and bade me pause befi>re I 
ed myself with crime. But alas for fteason ! of what 
are her counsels, when the honeyed voice of Love 
sathing in our ears, and his bright wings fluttering 
re our eyes? — Tlierecan be no harm — ^I said to my* 
-none surely, in seeing this lovely girl once more. 
I incapable of wronging any human being, much less 



194 SIXTY YEARS OF THE BK. T. P 

one so innocent — so unprotected ' Tes, I wiL a^e 

her once more ; and then, if I find my passion 
to attain a. dangerous growth, I will bid her ftrei^d 
ever. — ^This was certainly proposing to myself a yfilf] 
foolish line of conduct ; but it was what any omer nitf ' 
(I mean, honest man) had done under sinular ciras0 
stances ; and it is to be observed, that it never occurred fo^ 
me that I might inspire Agata with a reciprocal afte*"^ 
tion— when her ruin would be almost certain. 

So, when the tedious week was at an end, I visitei"] 
again the wild and lonely spot of beauty, where I 
first seen my fragrant flower, (scarce less wild and lom^,! 
and still more beautiful,) the peasant maid of Andali 
Poor girl ! my incautious admiration had made the ixn^^ 
pression I might have known it would ; for I found 
waiting my coming with the greatest impatience, 
moment she saw me, she uttered a scream of joy, an^^ 
running to me, clasped my hand in hers. *^ Blessed 
Mary !" exclaimed the innocent creature, " You are cons 
at last! O, you don't know how long I have been waiting 
for you ! I thought you would never come, and that I 
should never see your beautiflil skin again, and hear your 
soft voice whisper so many sweet things to me, and I fek 
so unhappy ! I sat down upon the stone there, and could 
do nothing but sigh — ^I don^t know wherefore, senor— > 
and sing the song I was singing when you flrst found me; 
but, now you are here once more, Agata again is happy*'' 
Unthinking that I was 1 instead of being alarmed at diii 
display of fondness, I listened merely U» the joyous leap* 
ing with which my heart welcomed it ; and thus, my 
second visit added new flames to the passion that was 
alrea(j[y scorching me, and kindled almost to a blaze the 
fires which had begun to sparkle in the virgin breast of 
Agata. 

A third time I went, notwithstanding the forbearance I 
had so wisely promised myself ; and yet again — a fourth 
time ; and, each time, as I saw my virtue stealing further 
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mM^ farther fifom me, I flattered myftelf I hmdonly to jerk 
1^ tttidtto draw the ftithless flutteretin again. O God, 

iMr little do we kno# our own selves ! When Passion 

^1 - 

ttdi^ her mist before tHir eyes, making that seem remote 
aiiUhy in reality, threatens at our very feet, and leading 
OB wMi her soft hand, whispers sweetiy inoor ears ** But 
DM step further ! Tet one little step !", we riide, imper- 
iMptibly, into the very swamp, to whose brink, no open 
vislenee could, perhaps, hare dragged us. Here, in a 
eimale where every thing persuades to pleasure, where 
Bien the dancing fills the mind with images befbre whose 
fewer Religion is obliged to yield, where, at certain sea- 
Mis,* the very air kindles into action passions that before 
by dormant, or even dead in their ashes, and, in one of 
my constitution, wraps soul and mind and body in one de.v. 
vouing flame, before which the oaks of Religion and 
Morality are calcined, and the light stubble of Prudence 
eiaekles into smoke,— here — ^thus incited — and the very 
WBocenee of the object of my passion proving the most 
fimnidable of temptations, as it led her to bestow caresses, 
and other marks of fondness, in which, poor girl, having 
BO other teacher than' Nature, she could see no harm — , 
I staggered into crime. 

Then came the change. For the first two months my 
pasrion knew no bounds. The very consciousness^ that I 
w«8 dkung wrong added to the relish of my joys — not 
nnely from those feelings that give sweetness to the 
if^ which the schoolboy eats in defiance of his master ; 
btt because the more my conscience stuug me, the more I 
waght to cool its burning smart, by plunging deeper into a 
^lime firom which I was willing to believe it impossible to 
^iXInGate myself.f Besides, there was a jealous satisfac. 



* When the tolana blows— the soutbeftst wind from the hot sands of AfHeit. 

^ It is eominoiiJy said that we are led blindfold into evil— thereby implyiBf 
" Att we stamUet merely because unconscious of the pitfall. They, who are ac- 

2|lMMdto examine all tkeir actions with minuteness, will find that we tie the 
'" yim e onwitb oar own hands, because to see must give us pain, or, at least, 

*>|rtTe Hi of • pleMore which we are content to purchase at the expense of our 

17* 
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tionthat may well be termed a jpruley m visitiiig a trea- 
sure whose golden beauty shone alone for me^whost 
worth no being (that knew how to estimate it) had yet 
seen save myself. — ^I could easily appreciate the pleasme 
of the miser, who steals alone to his hoard, ezaltkig ii 
the possession of riches, whidi others mt^ imagine, but 
to which he alone had access.r— But these joys were not 
of long continuance. When sweets are not dealed to us 
in moderation, but are lavished on us, we soon cloy our- 
selves, — and surfeit is sickness* Now that Agata had 
yielded every thing to my love,, and had nothing more, 
poor girl, to give, I began to tire of my conquest. I even 
endeavoured to found suspicions prejudicial to her honefty 
upon the very indiscretion to which I had tempted her; 
and tried to persuade myself, that, inasmuch as dishonest 
women are to be found in^the country as well as the city, 
I had been imposed upon by the most artful of her sex. 
So, when the next Sunday came (after this change in my 
feelings), I made a trifling headache an excuse to myself 
for failing in my appointment with Agata : on the next 
a friend dropped in to see me, — and how could I go then t 
the next, it rained, — and then I could not go : and, the 
fourth, — ^I needed no excuse whatever. 

On the Tuesday immediately subsequent to the day last 
mentioned,^ I was returning from the akmeda^ at rather a 
late hour (it being quite dark), and through the street which 
led to my lodgings, when a female, apparently endeavour- 
ing to escape from a man who was following close upon her 
steps, sprang towards me, with a scream of joy, and grasp 
ing my arm, besou^t me, in the most moving manner, t( 
protect her. The sex of the party would alone have beei 
a sufficient appeal to my gallantry ; but the tall and slen 



best interests. It is, indeed, with us all as with the madman of Horace, wb 
1 he moment he returns to his right senses (redit ad sese,) exclaims, 

Pol, me occidistis, amici. 
Non servastis, '*' ; cui aio extorta voluptas, 
£t demtus per vim mentis gratissimus errors 
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der iofOky ao remarkably graceful— 4he music of the 
foice—il could belong to but one woman that I then 
knew* I drew her arm through minCy and confronted 
pursuer. Hie man stood fat a minute irresolute ; 
I could perceive, by the light of the street, that his 
eyes were flashing the deafly fire of southern resent- 
; but, either disliking the superior strength of my 
j(for I bad spread considerably, since attaining to 
SHBhood, and the Spaniard was of the most diminu^re 
piopartions for a man), or observing how familiarly the 
gnl leaned upon me, he contended himself with one of 
ftoee guttural exclamations which so conveniently cover 
SMt^cation by an affectation of contempt,, muffled the 
lower part of his face in his cloak, turned slowly on his 
heel, and, luckily for both parties (though much to my 
surprise), left us unmolested. 

Without a word, I hastened^ back, with Agata, to the 
walk I had just quitted ; for, notwithstanding the dark 
tefiitjia* which she now wore, my companion's dress in 
odier respects marked too plainly the station of life to 
which she belonged, not to vender the contrast of appear-^ 
ance between us ludicrous, or even worse. Having en- 
tered an avenue that was totally deserted, I stopped, and 
dropping the girl's arm, took her by the hand : — *^ God 
of Heaven !" I exclaimed, " what means this, Agata ?" 

'<Can you ask, senor?" (She never would call me by 
ny name, because she did not like its unromantic sound, 
hdeed, I should have wondered at her taste, if she ha(]^ 
liked it !) " You have been cruel, very cruel, to Agata ! 
Tou came to her, when she was lonely, and had nothing 
to love but the sky and the trees,- and you spoke gentle 
words to her, and pressed her hand with your own soil 
white fingers, and. was kind to her as never any body had 
been kind before, and then, when you had taught her so to 



* Tbe outer petticoat, whicb, with the mantiUai forms the peculiarity in the 
nMtiHial cMtvme of the Spanish women. 
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lore you, that (die never UMire couUfiMi hapiiyifheiijioB 
were awmy, aad her Bcde heart would heak eo faazd, ui 
k woold hieak in twO| when die ruiUiiig of die hoahee Ml 
her yoo wera coiiiiDg,-^dien» yoo left her to waidh nj|^ 
and day, and he aaserabie. O, it waaerael in yon, nqr 
GTod ! it was, indeed !^ 
** But how did you find your way to me, Agata V* 
** When the Sunday paaaed, and you came net'i»il| 
then .anodker, and still you came not, i said to mywlft 
^Heif angry with me— he has left me>>-I idiall aevef iia 
him more !'' But I thought that I had nerer done tfqt 
dung to make you angry, apid I repealed aU the kind waidi; 
yon had ever spoken to me, and thought of ypur gentle 
looks, and said *< No ! no one could speak and look IM>- 
beautifid, that meant to do me harm V* And diea I 
said <' Perhaps he has another loTo/' O, that made me so. 
wicked, senor ! for I thought, if it was so, I i^ould laugh 
to see you dead at my feet, and— -and the hateful woman-- 
I ■ But I rose, and washed my eyes and forehead in 

the little brook, till I was cool ; for when I felt so wicked, it 
seemed as if my heart was growing too large for my breast, 
and as if the blood would gush from my throat. Then 
I was sick for a whole week. But, yet, when the next 
Sunday came, I felt well again, and I went, and watched 
for you, till it was so dark I couki see no longer; for, 
though it rained, I knew you would come if you loved 
but half so well as I do. I thought I should die, that 
night. — But when another Sunday came, and still I did 
not see you, then I said << He is sick !"; and I thought, if 
I could be by. you, to hold you in my arms, and sooth you, 
and kiss away the tears from your beautiful eyes, as you 
did for me, when I used to weep at I knew not what,— 

O, I thought I should be happy ! I had made up 

my mind to go alone to the great cky, and ask every body 
I met about you till I should find you out, when I heard 
my parents mention they were going to Cadiz on Tuesday. 
I begged them to take me with them; but the woman I 
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all my mother said no, that I was better off where I was, 
ad when my father said it might do me good, and that I 
boold go with him, she held up her finger, and asked him 
r lie forgot he had sworn never to take me near any city. 
rhen I threw myself at their feet, and cried, and prayed 
o hard to go, that my father (who has always been kinder 

me than my mother,) declared that my health was worth 

1 tlioasand oaths, and that go with him I should, let what 
wwM come of it. That made me well at once. — ^I came 
vitfi them ; but, the moment their eyes were off me, I 
iote fiom the inn, to seek the street and house where you 
me0 told me you lived. O, if you knew how frightened 
[have been in this queer place ! the houses all so crowded 
egether, and no sky to be seen, and the people so many, 
mdall walking so fast, — 1 felt so confused, I had to stop 
uid cry ; and then the men were so rude, and wanted to 
Mdl off my veil, and the women, when I asked them ijues- 

iaoBf laughed in my face, and But sefior, you have 

listened to me all this time, without a word ! and pressed 
my hand so oflen as if you loved to listen (and I could talk 
Rir ever, when you love to hear me talk,) but you have'nt 
toU me, yet, why you did not come to Agata." 

** I could not, dearest ; or— or, you know I would have 
flown to meet you." 

It was shame that prompted this falsehood ; but, had 
I deliberated ever so calmly, the result must have been 
the same ; for, in lying, I sinned merely against myself, 
while, in confessing the truth, I should have been guilty 
of crushing the heart that loved me — a crime which con- 
science should never extenuate, and the hand of the Al- 
mighty must number not the lowest in the chapter of hu- 
man guilt.. 

Agata's affection for me, as well as ignorance of the 
woild, made her credit the assertion at once. '* Then 
you were sick ? O, I knew you would not willingly make 
me unhappy !— But, now I have found you, senor, I will 
never leave you more : and, when you are sick, Agata 
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will be your inina ;-*-iiobody will watch you 80 ten 
o (die wiU—no, nobody !*' 

«<8weeCo8l girl!*-T\Dt, Agata, this tnay notbe: 
utteiiy impoasible.** 

^ And why is it impoaaible ? — O, your voice is g 
and you dasp me to your breast as though you lovi 
but your words ! Chey are killing. If we do indeec 
one another, and all the many happy hours we 
passed together are not a dream, why should we no 
together? Though I do not like this close, dark C 
jret, with you, I should fimcy I was still beside my 
brook with my own blue sky shining clear above us. 
do let me live with you ! I will not cost you any tl 
let me be your servant ; though my hands are little 
can work ^— I will keep house for you, and wh 
evening you return firom your business, and are sicl 
wearied, I will lay your head in my lap, and curt 
beautifiil hair, and sing you to sleep with the song 
like so much, and we shall be so happy ! O, say no 
impossible ! No, no, Agata will never more ledve } 
never !" 

I have said that I rioted in the feast of my passion till 
with its sweets. Of course, when abstinence had rec 
to its healthy tone that appetite which is love's grosse 
(although its fire), and which, when united with the spi 
ecsaiMe, (Do I write in mist ?) forms that compount 
pasrion of passions, whose very pains are pleasures 
whose pleasures are all ecstacies ; when the dev 
whose &«s were not extinct, but lay upon the altar in 
warm ^pnescence, waiting only the first breath of 
clear away the light ashes which their own combi 
had spread over them, — now, when this devotion w 
longer obstructed, every ckeumstance of my pi 
meeting with Agata, tended to restore it to its pr 
ardour. The fiunes crackled upwards, the little 
nodded prc^itious, and fanned with rose-tipped win^ 
Maie whidi curled aoknowle<%ment of his divinit 
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ve beard men deelaie that could they discover a woman 
mm love with them, they should instantly look upon her 
Hi the eyes of disgust. I know not of what stuff such ani* 
lb may be made ; but all the human beings, of the mascu- 
ll|,feiider» whose characters I have examined through a 
tter microscope than their own assertions, I have found 
PfOtted with vanity that, in such a case, they were likely 
.b|^ inspired with any sentiment rather than, disgust, 
tor, for my own part, I firmly believe, that were an 
}f§/lt to take a liking to me, I should straitway return 
Ifaleetion, in spite of his teeth. How, then, could I 
pL of being moved by Agata's devoted attachment, 
na while I most knew and dreaded the danger to which 
pi^iii pure love and innocence, would lead my steps 7 I 
jpined the lovely girl to my breast, and, kissing the full 
Iggik lips, which had just parted to breath upon me the 
|ehezy of their honeyed words,^ ** Well," I said, *< I 
II try to convince you, Agata. But, come with me ; 
jSus place we are liable to interruption. Besides, the 
r fiona the water is chilly, — and you have a cold already, 

]|^e§ving the idameday I turned to a quarter of the city 
Ipie I should be little likely to attract observation. 
lie entering the most respectable-looking tavern the 
fgu street afforded, I took possession of a room with 
t beautiful companion. The Andalusian threw back 

V veil. God ! what a change my inconstancy had 
•^mbt ! I could scarcely believe mine own eyes. The 
•afc» once so smooth and healthy, though delicate, was 

V sunk to an alarming degree, thereby destroying 
leh'of the beauty of the face, by causing an undue 
QSiiiieace of the cheek-bone and jaw ; tod, except in 
I centre, where a small red spot appeared, like the first 
j^il colour on an unripe peach, it was remarkable for 
il peculiarly unpleasant paleness, which sickness or 
henation gives to a dark complexion. This appear-^ 
ee waa rendered the n^re striking by the extraordi- 
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nary brilliancy of her eyes, which, in lam, gained addi- 
tional lustre from the contrast of the skin. But diere ' 
was another feature, besides the eyes, which retained 
all its beauty, or even shone with more, — the mouth,— 
whose fascination no man, with nerves like mine, cooH 
encounter unmoved. 

<' Agata," I said, taking the hand of the poor gii)} • 
while my womanish nature rushed to my eyes, as I wit- 
nessed the emaciation I had so unthinkingly caused,— V 
you are not well, dearest ; your face is pale and tbia, j 
and this little hand is hpt with fever. Are you indeed 
unwell ?" 

" Yes ; I have been ; — ^but I am better now. I always 
am well, perfectly weU, when you are kind to me, senor." 
A short, hollow, cough, which impeded her utterance fiff< 
a moment, mocked too plainly this assertion. I shad- 
dered as I heard it, and the shudder was renewed as the 
bitter exclamation sprang within me, ' God of goodnees! 
is my levity then doomed to be the blight of all things 
good and beautiful that come wifhin its influence !' Agata 
continued, — "Yes, I have been very ill, senor. Do 
you remember the Sunday before the last — ^how it rained 1 
On that day, I rose from a bed of sickness to meet you. 
My limbs were so feeble they trembled under me, but I 
reached the spot. There I waited till there was no more 
light ; — I was wet to the skin, and cold, and cheerless,— 
but I did not mind it, — for, when the rain came in my face, 
and my teeth chattered, I drew my wet veil closer round 
me, and said, " He may yet come," and felt the rain and 
cold no more. How I got home I know not. Nor 
do I know any thing more that happened to me for four 
whole days ; but my friends tell me, that I was light- 
headed, and that I talked of many strange things which 
they could not understand. They believed I should die ; 
but when I opened my eyes, and knew every body, and 
could think again, then I thought of you, sejnor, and of 
the Sunday yet to come, and I hoped, till I was again 
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Strong*— Is it strange then that my face should be pale 
and thin, and my hands hot with fever ? — O, senor, your 
team are falling on my hand, drop afler drop, one, two, 
— three ! You. weep for Agata ! Can you, then, drive her 
Sttmk you ? Will you send her away to die ? — O, idiy will 
you not speak ? See, I am at your feet ! Here, on my 
knees, I beg — do not send me firom you ! Let me, at 
least, be nigh you — ^in the same street-r-in the stime city 
shall be content ! I'll find some work to maintain 
and once, only once a-day, I will come to see you, 
and you shall press me to your bosom, and place your 
soft hand on my temples, and feel how they beat for joy. 
and I shall be happy, very happy ! — ^Your tears fall hot- 
ter, and faster ! yet you do not speak ! — but only move 
your head, so sadly ! O, say ! if there is a reason why 
we may not live together, tell it to me, and then I will go 
kack to my little brook, and lay me down beside it, and 
die in peace — only do speak !" 

There was a reason ; — ^but I durst not tell it. I was 
i3«it« 

Suddenly, she started to her feet, — her eyes blazing 
with a fury, which would have been sublime in a man, but 
in a woman, and a woman like Agata, was horrible. '< Are 
yoa tired of me, senor ?" 

" Tired of you ?" I exclaimed, mournfully. " Look at 
me, Agata." Her eyes met mine for an instant, and, 
reading there a complete refutation of her suspicions, 
she ran to me, crying " No, no ! — Forgive me !" and 
threw her arms about my neck, and, hiding her face in 
my bosom, sobbed long and heavily. 

I suffered her emotion to exhaust itself, and, then, I 
gently put her from me, and. kissing once the rosebud of 
her hps, I said, "You have conquered, Agata. See, 
now, what I will do for you." 

I called the keeper of the inn. When the man was 
come, ^ Landlord," I asked, *< do you know where I can 

Vol. n. 18 
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procure, within two days at furthest, a couple of fiimklied " 
rooms ? The house most be respectable, and in a re* 
spectable situation." 

The fellow grinned in a very peculiar manner. *' Ye9, 
sir ; there can be no difficulty in getting what you want; 
there are plenty such places in this street, I dare say, to 
, suit you ; — ^but, as for respectability, why — ^hum ! — " 

" Stop, sir ! — You'll observe me, Mr. Posadero ;— 
when I say respecUMe^ I mean it in the right sense of the 
word. Now, as I do not propose a task without the inteft' 
tion of remunerating you for your trouble, we will make 
this bargain. If you obtain me such a place as I desire, 
I'll pay you fifteen dollars oti the spot, and, at the endi)f 
a week, if you will call on me at the house, and I have 
found reason to be satisfied with your conduct, I will add to 
that another fifteen dollars. — ^Mark me, sir , — ^You either 
gain much, or lose i^uch by this speculation. If you act 
honestly, you have thirty dollars of clear profit ; if you f 
^ play the rogue, you lose the half o&that sura, besides in- j 

curring the risk of a severe punishment for your impu- - 
dence. Will you serve me ?" 

The inn.keeper changed his deportment directly. "I 
can accommodate you this very night, sir," he answered, 
bowing with grave politeness. " At a very short distance 
from here, there lives the widow of a very respectable 
tradesman. She has been wishing, for some time, to 
rent one half of her house. It is already furnished, though 
plainly, and is situated in a respectable neighbourhood, 
and the woman herself is a very decent woman. You 
might go there this very minute, sir ; for, I dare say, the 
English gentleman can give the widow the references 
she'll require ?" ^ 

" Certainly. But, your information is correct, sir ?" 

"It is, upon my honour, senor." 

" Then order some kind of carriage to the door. You 
shall go with us this very moment ;— you can leave your 
business, I suppose ?" 
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-^l^ny time, for a better, sir. Fifteen dollars, clear 
]irt Jt, is not to be made every night." The fellow left 
the room. 

** Now, Agata," I said, as I put my arm around the deli- 
cats waist of my Andalusian girl, and drew her to my 
breast, *' now, we are one. Henceforth, we will never 
more be pftrted,' dearest." 

« Never more ? — ^never ?" And the bright being-tumed 
her face to mine, with an expression glowing in her elo- 
foent eyes, such as wherewith the first woman^ might 
have rewarded her partner, when she had seduced his 
easy soul to a pleasure, his better reason and the voice of 
his maker had bade him shrink from. Only, Agala was 
innocent. '< Mother of God ! when you look thus on me, 
my weak heart seems to grow sick with pleasure. — And 
yet, — ^I know not why, senor,— Agata was still more 
happy, when she watched for you in the cold and rain, 
and said to herself, when the trees rustled in the wind, and 
she thought it was the feet of her beloved, and her little 
heart beat loud, * He is coming now.' " 
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CHAPTER m. 



O, ever thui, from ebUdlmod^s bour, 
y I've wen my fbndeet hopes decay ! 
I never lo v*d a tree or fower, . 

Bat *twM the flrtt to Aide away ; 
I never nani*d a dear gazelle, 

To glad me wHh itieoft Uaek eye, • 
But, when it came to know me well, 
And love me, it was eore to die ! 

LdOfi Rookh. 



What is the extreme of enjoyment which it is permit' 
ted man to know in this state of existence ? — Not the 
aggregate of those little pleasures which Prosperity and 
Health strew around us, (and lA>erally we should find, 
would we but count their number,) — no, not this wreath 
made up of many and various little flowers, — ^nor yet the 
successicm of those more solid comforts which, moderate, 
when enjoyed in moderation, make life flow on, a smooth 
protected stream, never ruffled, except by some occa- 
sional impediment that the next instant is carried down 
the current, or while the rough winds for an hour brush 
its placid surface, — ^no, not these ; but the one keen rap- 
ture that Sorrow, by mistake, has mingled with the pack 
she heaps upon us, — ^the single rose plucked from a thou- 
sand thorns, at the cost of laceration,*-^e prize we snatch, 
at peril of our lives, from the very brink of the cataract. 
This, this is the bliss (known only to the few,) — ^this the 
testacy, lyhose excitement, could it act unceasing on the 
nerves, would work the brain to madness. A lenitive of 
pain, especially when that pain is of its own creating, 
sorrow but adds to its relish, and the sense of guilt urges 
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08 with greater eagerness to drain its opiate draught. 
Yes ! when the raven Conscience croaks in our ears, and 
ta(»s her dusky wings before our very eyes, — when Rea- 
son and Prudence cling, despairing, to our arms, striving 
Mill to stop us, though we drag them in the dust, — when 
Religion, shrieking for mercy, lies stretched at our feet, 
and our first step must be upon her vitals, — ^we break 
through all— ^earless, eyeless, in our delirium — ^nought 
present to the mind but the one bright prize, which we 
fow to feel within our grasp, though the next minute the 
heavens should open, and launch their thunders to blast' 
U8 in the very act of our impiety. Yes ! (I speak it but 
strongly, and justly — ^not profanely, nor in exaggeration 
— ) Yes ! could the fires of hell itself be made to blaze in 
our path, and the object tempted beyond them, we would 
plunge into their midst without a moment's hesitation, — 
our cry "Perish soul and body; but let — oh, let me reach 

it!" Such ecstacy is known to the extreme of love** 

AU-seeing God ! when thy awful prohibition was written, 
in characters of fire, on my temples, and every earthly 
principle, that can further thy beneficent laws, was press- 
ing at my heart, I rode but the fiercer in my mad career 
of passion, making the sin a spur to my desire ! 

Hitherto, in my intercourse with Agata, I had had few 
compunctions to trouble me, and even those few were 
generally stifled in their birth, as I have intimated in the 
last chapter ; but now, that I was actually living with her, 
in unlawfiil union, I felt that I had been, that I was, a 
villain. Then came the consequences, to double dye the 
sin : — In a very few weeks, it became evident, to Agata 
as well as to myself, that the poor girl was in a situation 
little to be desired, as stood the nature of our connexion. 
She herself, the innocent being, regarded it with 



* Sucb, Ukevriae, to the eztrems of hate. 

18* 



u. 
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joy :* notso itwas withme. Even in my worst days, I shrunk 
from the thought, that my licentiousness might send into 
the world a being that, perhaps, would live to heap cuises 
on himself, and on the parents whose uncuibed passions 
had given him an existence they could not render boneit 
in the eyes of men by the sanction of a name ; and now, 
that years and misfortunes had somewhat sobered me, and 
cleared away much of the weed and bramble which choked 
the growth of my thinly, scattered virtues, I could noti ! 
surely, look upon it with less of horrour. So much for 
the sense of guxU under which I laboured. — ^Then for 
the sorrow. Agata was dying. — ^The suffering of body 
alone, which she had undergone on my account, would 
have been sufficient to endanger the life of any woman of 
delicate constitution ; but acting on Agata's slight frame— j 
slight beyond any thing my wildest dreams had ever painted i 
of feminine loveliness — so slight it seemed a rougher i 
breeze than ordinary might shake it into ruins, — acting 
too with great anxiety of mind, it had completely sapped ; 
the fabric of her health. Yes, rfie was fast sinking — the \ 
second victim to that instability in my character, wbieb, 
while in my own life it has made the happy hours out- 
number those of darker dye, and been the whole stay 
that has upborne me through the many vicissitudes of my 



* For, while I delighted to expand her mind in many points, I studiously kept 
her ignorant of the true character of our connexion It could have done her no 
good, then^ to learn it, and would have turned the cup of her happiness into 
gall.— There are many, who, in their excessive zeal for morality, will cry out at 
this as infamous. To such I say (and I say it, in the face of Heaven,) that \i 
there be in hell one place hotter than another, it should blaze for them, tbe 
smooth-faced wretches, who, when if is too late to remedy the evil they deplete^ 
cut from the sealed eyes of their fellow-beings thie lids that keep them in nappy 
darkness, and tbcNO, when they see their bleeding balls seared with the first glare 
of light that ever shone upon them, turn aside with shrugged shoulders^ and ex- 
claim, in gentlest whine, <' Ah, it is piteous ! But better thus to writhe with eye- 
sight, than smile in darkness !" There can be no such thing as intrinsic crime 
(—the very sound is absurd,) . / was indeed guilty— most gun^ ; but for' Agata I 
— pure as the snow that falls unstained from Heaven— let the fool that pities her 
blindness, and the knave that would have done his best to cure it, hug themselves 
in their superiority ;— well will it be for them, when at the judgment seat of the 
Most High, if there shall be found upon their pied souls one little spot as white 
as all of hers. Innocent she lived, and in her innocence God took her to his own 
brisom, ere her snowy nature could contract a blemisb ftom the inkinesB of thoee 
It mingled with* 
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life, and left me at their close the contented being that 

I now anS, has proved a very curse to those connected 

wUi me — the source of misery to many, of uneasiness to 

dL. Tes, my poor Agata, she was fast sinking ; — and 

mrrer have I seen decay so. rapid in aught animate, never 

hwre I seen decay so beautiful. How often, O Grod, in 

tbB lone night, when she thought I slept beside her, have 

IkMlt by the bed, and prayed to thee, in the anguish of 

mf spirit, to take pity on her youth and innocence, and 

ipare her yet a little longer ! — stained with crime, have 

Jiied to supplicate th>8e, to show approval of that crime, 

^if extendiqg the innocent life which was the spring that 

/ftdit f a spring, clear in itself as crystal, but polluted by the 

; Tito handathat meddled with its waters, — ^holy in its natu- 

111 virtues, but threatening to become in time a well of all 

JB|Nirities, by admixture with the poisonous juices of the 

iraeds, that flourished in rank luxuriance round its un- 

"Villed brink, growing thicker and thicker, and distilling, 

iriky by day, still more and more of their deadly essence 

>i&to the beautiful, defenceless fountain. How often hietve 

I sat out the night, watching beside the bed where lay 

die treasure I so dearly prized, and which I was so soon 

to lose, and as I felt the fever of exhaustion burn in my 

lumds and blood-shot eyes, and swell my hot lips, and 

imagined I could feel the gradual wasting of my cheeks, 

■ took delight in indulging the fond fancy that the hectic of 

consumption was fast drying up the channels of my own 

existence, and that I should not long be left to mourn my 

victim* Singular passion ! whose pleasures are thus en- 

htnced, not only by that spice to every appetite, the dread 

of losing its object, but even by sin, and sorrow ! Deli- 

cioiu madness ! could the glass which holds the sands of 

mj life be inverted, so that the years already run should 

once again commence their count, and could the free 

choice be given me, whether to err once more thus plea- 

mxnbiy and abide the punishment, or to turn my back on 

the temptation and walk unsinning in the free exercise 
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of ray reason, here, standing as I do within a few 
feet of the grave, my soul shudders as it feelft that m; 
arms would be outstretched to grasp the cup of delirium! 
Onc e I t was close upon day-break ; and the pale 
glimmer of the east stole through the curtains of fte 
windows, to mingle with the redder light from a lamp 

which burned in the apartment, making it dim, ^I was 

reclining on my elbow, beside my Agata, contemplatiiig 
her beauty with that mixture of pleasure and sorrowful* 
ness, the first man may be supposed to have felt, when 
his eyes fixed their last, lingering look on Eden,— flu 
was she not my Paradise ? — alas, my Heaven too ! Site. 
lay, bright being, with one small hand spread out upoa^ 
her perfect bospm, the delicate ends of its finger? juat, 
dimpling the soil pure flesh, and the other, the left, paxd][. 
hiding the ear upon the right side, the arm to which iC 
belonged being bent over her head. Her sleep wai^, 
gentle as that which nourishes a happy child ; and her^ 
imagination appeared to be inwrapped in visions of plea-, 
santness, — for a smile was sporting with the roses of her^ 

mouth her mouth ! Love himself had fashioned it,^ 

and his mother, as it came warm from his plastic handj , 
had stamped it with her own kiss, to be thenceforth the. 
seat of every fascination ! But, to me, though soft aod 
pure the finely rounded bosom, and delicate the hand 
that shaded it, though singular in its perfection the little 
ear, and fascinating the smiling mouth, neither mouth nor 
ear, nor hand, nor bosom, was half so beautiful as the 
poor wan cheeks — for they appealed for interest to my 
heart : — and my foolish eyes grew dim, as they read the 
evidence of my own fickleness, and of the constancy of 
her who was perishing its victim. Suddenly Agata awoke, 
with a gentle sigh, and folded her soft arms round my 
neck. 

" Still awake ?" breathed the voice that was ever music 
in my ears, " Do you never sleep ? You are always 
watching, love," ( — my Andalosian girl no l<mger ad- 
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dressed me by the cold title of senor^ but had learned to 
imitate my terms of endearment.) 

.**I watch for thee, Agata ; I wake to gaze upon thy 
ImiBty, dearest." 

.** Rstterer ! But you know not what a beautiful dream 
Ilikvehad!" 

•*Tell it to me» dearest." 

** Tou shall kiss me, tben«" 
'« There, then, sweet one ; and there. Now tell me." 

*Rx your eyes upon me — so — and I will tell you.— 
Streamed that I. was once more sitting in the beaiitiful 
^hce where I first saw my beloved, and that you were 
I tMi d e me, and the sky was shining all blue above us, and 
mub water of my tittle spring sparkling clear at our feet — 
M dear I could count every pebble at its bottom ; and I 
MKngfat that your eyes were looking into mine, all bright 
happy through their tears — just as they are now. And 
I thought that you took my hand in yours, and whis- 
ipsied in my ear those kind and beautiful* words which 
tont won the little heart of Agata, and I listened, and 
ppnled, and sighed, and we were both so happy. O, my 
fcdovcd ! shall we never see that spot again, and sit once 
Wmiv upon the long smooth stone, by my pretty brook ?" 

" We dare not, Agata ; you would run too great a risk 
^ being discovered." 
~ *^ Why, did you not say, some time ago, thayny friendiB 
^ diink me dead ?" 

•* Yes, that you drowned yourself, the very night you 

flid firom the inn — ^to seek your truant, dearest ; and they 

Vmk so still. But should they see you again, your ap- 

fewnmee is so remarkable they would recognize you in- 

MlbmiiOjf my Agata." 



* To tbit WMik ja4pBent, but strong imagination and luiflophisticated heart of 
— ^ , every ihmg was betnUifia that pleased her particularly— as I hope the 
km already observed The sky, the green ground beneath her feet, the 
of kfadtieie— all were alike beautiful. She had no other epithet ; she 
iMiBttootiier. 
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<< O no ! they never could know me in the clothes ]fil 
make me wear now ; I am sure they could not!" 

<< Agata ! Do you repine already, dearest ? Fm Mi 
you do not love me as you used to." 

<< Mercy! do not say so! do not say so !— «aid I fi 
never ask again." 

She kept her word faithfully ; but» though she ni 
spoke of the subject, it was evident it had taken a 
hold of her fancy ; for her spirits began to droop, 
and more every day, and, of consequence, her healtii 
grow worse. I thought it was merely a change of 
she desired, and I proposed to take lodgings for her 
Chiclana, or at Isla de Leon, or even in the little towa 
Xeres ; but no, it would not do-Hshe still pined. I 
seriously alarmed, and when, on questioning ^ 
girl, I found that she really did long to revisit the 
Y)f our first meeting, I determined to gratify her desiie 
any risk. The first step was to procure a suitable 
dence ; and this I was so fortunate as to find, at no 
distance from the spot, in the house of a very h 
though very silly couple, on whom I passed the 
iusian girl for my wife. And, as I affected to 
great confidence in their honour, by telling them 
our marriage was a runaway match, and that it was 
sary to observe the strictest secresy relative to our d 
ing in theu^ house, because the parents of the young 
lived in me neighbouring town of Puerto de 
Maria, I gained the simple-minded pair completely 
to my interest: — ^I believe they would as soon 
thought of turning protestants, as of menticHiing tM 
boarders to any one but their confessor — and him, hoaiit 
man, I found no difficulty in appeasing. The next ittf 
was to obtain leave of absence from my employers, whkh 
was most readily granted for the term of a fortnight ; fa 
the merchants had of late repeatedly noticed the MS; 
greness of my person, and the hollowness of my chachi 
and eyes, and had kindly remonstrated with me on v? 
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> ckMie application to their business, to which they were 
MUBed to attribute the change. Thus the matter was 
ttled, and Agata and myself removed to the country. 
For the first four days, however, Agata was too weak 
stir from the house. On the fiflh day, she appeared 
remarkably high spirits— higher, ind^d, than I had 
er known her to display, and, towards the close of the 
•moon, proposed that we should walk, declaring her- 
If quite able to support the exertion. Accordingly, 
* set out. We proceeded directly to the little scene of 
luty I have attempted to describe in the firist chapter 
the present Book.' When there, my companion 
ked eagerly upon the little basin, and the stone beside 
then watched, for a moment, with a smile of pleasure, 
trickling of the limpid streamlet, and arched her neck 
listen to its music ; then, after a rapid glance around 
whole circuit of the scene, her eyes rested on me, as 
aod observing all her actions, and, throwing herself 
) my arms, she burst into tears. I led her to the 
le seat; and taking her hand, pressed it in silence ; for 
•BB almost as much affected as herself, though from a 
erent cause. 

Presently Agata raised her head, which she had fondly 
lined upon my shoulder, and after a few moments' 
ighted contemplation of her favourite place, she said, 
Low £resh and beautiful every thing appears ! just as I 
it; nothing has altered since. .My little brook flows 
e as ever, the hill before us is covered with as bright 
reen, and the trees that hang their branches over these 
ks, shading us as we sit from the heat of the sun, 
e the same cool shade, and that sun— does it not shine 
^orious, my beloved, as when we first together looked 
A it ? All things are the same, and yet— liow altered 
m ! Look, love, the very weed you bent beneath you, 
en you came to me all kind and beautifid, it is tall, 
1 straight, and vigorous still ! but I P onot weep ! 

re, I will kiss away those tears*— but you must not 
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weep— no, you must not ! for Agata is still happy in 
love, although she is so sick and wasted." 

<< Than you must desist from this painful subject, d 
est ; for you know I am a very woman, when my h 
is touched but ever so little." 

She kissed me, and relapsed into a silence longer t 
before. When at length she spoke, it was with si 
hesitation, as though she were doubtful of the propr 
of the sentiments she was about to utter. ^' I hav 
very foolish thought, love," said the Andalusian ; <^ ^ 
do you think it is ?" 

<< How can I tell you, Agata! Speak it boldly, deare 

<< I was thinking — ^But I'm afraid you will blame 
for it — I was thinking that the God that made this bei 
ful world must take such pleasure in looking upon 
happiness of those he has made to enjoy it : and th 
thought — ^Was it wrong, my beloved ? — I thought, i 
if God be now looking down, from heaven, upon us Xvi 
we are seated here, together, loving one another so ti 
as he must love us, — how his eyes must glisten with 
tears of joy, just as yours do, dearest, when " 

<< Hush, Agata !" I exclaimed, shuddering as I d 
closer to her ; << Do not speak thus ! it is awful." 

<< Mother of God ! what have I done ! your voice soi 
so low, and horrid — ^you frighten me ! I knew not it 
wrong to speak thus, dearest." Innocent being ! 
could she know ? Bi}t I shuddered not so much at 
boldness of her language, which might scarce be cf 
profane from hery as at the picture which it held be 
my conscience, seated there, as I was, in compai 
with the pure child of nature beside me, a fiend of 
by an angel of light. I might well shudder, and 
might well wonder at the cause ; for mine was all 
guilt — she knew it not, even in name. 

" No matter, Agata ; let us speak no more of it.— . 
see, dearest ! the sun is down — ^the night-air will be bl 
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tg chilly, and ansRholesoiiie to your— let us hasten home 
ow." I rose from the seat. 

*' Stay !" cried my companion, as she rose after me 
nd laid her hand upon my arm ; << one moment. — ^You 
ee the little liB before us, that looks so cold and dark, 
iow that the sun has left it. Were you ever on the other 
idfty my own beloved ?" 
<< Never, dearest." 

** There is a little spot there, so narrow you scarce may 
am in it. It is open on one side-^ere, to the left : on 
he right a rocky hillock bounds its length : and straight 
lefore us, opposite the base of the little hill, some wild 
■lives hide it from the open road. My own kind love,^' (her 
'mce sunk to a solemn whisper — ) <' when I am dead, will 
rou lay me there ? It is not right that my body should 
K>llute this scene of our first love ; but I would still be 
l€ar it ; and I would have the setting sun, whose red light 
. love so much now living, shine on my grave. And 
^ou will plant some flowers there ; and, perhaps, you will 
lometimes visit the quiet spot, and see thaX the flowers 
ire not withered, nor the weeds grown over them " 

" Agata ! Agata ! Can you stab me thus ? O, stop, I beg 
$rou, by the love that binds us !" 

" Ever gentle-hearted !" she murmured, pressing my 
band to her lips. << But I had better thus prepare you > 
(Mb — !'' (and she grasped my arm tightly, as if in pain,) 
''what was that 1 1 felt so strange a pang just now, shooting 
hue, nigh my heart — • I am very faint, love ; bear me 
Uek to the stone seat ; I shall, perhaps, feel better then." 

I led her back to the stone, and sitting down, supported 
her head against my breast, with my right arm folded 
foond her small waist. 

"Is this the place where I was seated, when you flrst 
«aw me ? the very place ?" 

« It is, love." 
\eL. II. 19 
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<< And this is the hour, is it not, dearest? when oor fin^ 
farewell was said, and Agata learned how hard it. is to 
part with what the heart loves dearly." 

" It is." 

<< I am very happy." And sho was silent. 

Suddenly she put her left arm around my neck. '*Mj 
own beloved," faintly breathed the voice of my Agata, 
"bend your face nearef to me. — Still nearer." She 
pressed her lips to mine. " Thus would I die !" The 
next minute, a slight spasm shook the little hand I held, 
the arm that lay upon my neck relaxed its pressure, the 
head sunk upon my shoulder. I looked. She had died 
as she wished^ 



CHAPTER IV. 

• 

Ula mihi sancta est ; Uliiu dona aepolcm 
£t madefact« mef s serta feram- lacrimis ; 

lUiiu ad tumiiliim fugiam, supplezque aedebo, 
Et mea cum muto fata querar cinere. 

TiBULLUS. 

The priest persisted :— It would not do— such a thing; 
was never heard of-— it would ruin him — ^the Archbishop 
would flin^ his mitre at him, the Pope his triple-crowned 
tiara — M the thunders of the church would be scraped 
together, to singe the few gray hairs Chat circled his 
shaved head — ^it would not do — ^the girl must be buried in 
holy ground. 

I drew from my pocket two large pursesi, well filled 
with gold, which I had provided for the occasion* 

" Tell me one thing, father," I said, as I twirled the 
tassels at the ends of the strings ; " Is not that accounted 
holy, which has once been consecrated ?" 

" Certainly, my son ; no one ever doubted it." 
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" And have you not the power to consecrate ?" 
*^ Praised be God ? my humble prayers are not without 
'their efficacy," 

" And you allow," I continued— -opening the mouth of 
each purse, and widening it, then slowly drawing to the 
strings again," that the very ground, on which now stands 
the cathedral itself, was not sacred previous to its conse- 
crttion ?" 
** Assuredly, my son." 

' •* Then, reverend and kind father, you must do me this 
one favour. You must consecrate the little spot of ground 
- we speak of. Your holy prayers once said, and the body 
committed to the earth with the due rites of the church, 
and the place must ever afler be sacred to the one pur- 
pose for which it is devoted. — And here, father, you will 
be put to much trouble, and some expense ; and then, 
many masses will be needed for the repose of the poor 
spirit." I put the purses into his priestly hands. 

" Your arguments are weighty, my son," said the 
Padre, poising the gold on his flexed fingers. " Certainly, 
there can be nothing to urge against reasons so solid. 
And, besides, my son, it were not well to be too unbend- 
ing to a benefactor of the Church. — It shall be as you 
desire." 

" Thank you, holy father ; it becometh a man of your 
yetfrs to be open to conviction. — But, stay ! what will the 
ignorant peasants think, if they chance to find a newly 
made grave in so lone a spot ?" 

" O, I have only to hint that it contains some victim of 
his passions, whom the chUrch will not suffer to rest in 
consecrated ground. — But there needs not even that ! 
for what one of them will dare to thinkj when Father Julio 
forbids him ?" 

"And then, the woman with whom I live — 1 have 
warned her of the mischief she may cause by suffering 
herself to speak of this matter ; and she is honest : but 
vhat will lash a woman's tongue !" 
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" The diteipUm of the church." 

SoAgata WAS buried in the spet herself had chosen:^ 
and meeter was it that the beautiful vase, where the fpint 
had once burned so bright and pure, should crumble there 
in loneliness, than be laid to mix with fragments crf'coarMt 
day in store mered ground ! And the same God, wfaoee 
aU-seeing eye surveys the sculptured mausoleum and the 
lettered stone, looked down upon that holy spot, asd 
*' saw that it was good." 

No one but Father Julio, and the man and woman with 
whom I resided, was present, when the earth was cloied 
upon the breast of my Andalusian ; lor immediately oo 
the termination of my interview with the formed, (—in 
which I had played the part of an Indian at the stake,) I 
fell senseless on the floor of the room, and the next day 
found me raving in the delirium of a fever. Five weeks 
elapsed before I was sufficiendy recovered to stir from luy 
chamber. During the whole of this time, I was the ob- 
ject of a hospitality such as I could have met in no other 
place than Cadiz. Not only my employers lavished ea 
me every attention it was posnble to show were I even 
their brother, but the most ordinary of my acquaintance 
had some little mode of testifying his anxiety and regard 
— a kind word, if nothing else. Then, too, I learned « 
lesson in human character which I hope I shall never 
cease to remember, viz. that the same individual may 
possess faults, or indulge in vices, and yet display the 
very virtues which are most their opposites — like flowers 
breaking through a crust of snow ; for the priest, avari- 
cious and haughty though he was, watched by my bed's 
side with the tenderness and solicitude of a parent, and 
when he heard me once in my delirium repeat the pro- 
mise I had made to Agata to have the flowers she so loved 
bloom upon her grave, he took care to plant them with his 
own hand-— a rare act of delicacy ! which none but a man 
of nice feelings could have displayed. — Perhaps — ^you 
will say — ^the open-handed Padre had a third purse dang- 
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ling in golden prospect before the spiritual eyes of his 
imaginatioD.—- I think not. 

. When my limbs were able to bear me out, I paid my 
■fiist.visit to the grave of Agata. I did not go by day ; but 
I stole forth in the silence and dimness of the evening, 
:When no human eye observed my actions, and then — 
^ » » « « « « *_^ I t^ij a handful of the 

/earth from her grave, put it into a little tortoise-shell box, 
vhich the poor girl had bought for me with the only 
.money I could ever persuade her to take, and tying on 
.the cover with a lock of her hair (the thefl of jbi sportive 
hour), placed the box into my bosom. 
• From that time Cadiz was hateful to me ; though under 
Lithe pure sky of Spain, I seemed to inhale an atmosphere 
iH^aX was oppressive. I confined myself closer than ever 
to my business ; and when the solicitude of my friends 
would force me out, I stole alone to the ramparts. There 
I -would sit for hours, scarcely conscious of the breeze 
that fanned my hectic cheek, and holding in my hand the 
Kttle box,. which I would gaze on till the tears streamed 
down upon the . lid, — when I would wipe them oflT with 
igata's handkerchief, lest they should sully its brightness. 
Always then I felt relief; and, then, I would fall on my 
kiiees, and clasping the box in my hands, pray to God for 
fiurgiveness. — My health was fast decaying, when my em- 
ployers offered me the sole agency, of their business at 
Comana. I cared not for the lucre of the office ; but I 
ihould change the scene,— and that to me was every 
thing. So I accepted the offer. 

The last rays of the setting sun were shining on the 
little hill I have so oflen mentioned, when I paid my last 
risit to the grave of Agata. It was a beautiful spot : — 
The grass grew fresh above it, and the odorous flowers, 
emblems of her own loveliness, clambered up its sides, and 
twined around the little cross at its head. They seemed 
planted there by the hands of angels. I knelt down, and 
prayed long and fervently. — ^As I rose relieved, I saw a 
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snake steal from under one of the flowers and ciurl around 
the cross. It was a horrid sight ! so like myself, as I had 
crept, with hidden fang, upon her loneliness, ooiled round 
the cross of her faith, and blasted with venomous breath 
the bud of her beauty. I screamed with horrour, thtt 
the rocks around me echoed, and grasping the serpent in 
my hand's, I tore him, trampled his writhing body under 
my feet, (but not upon the grave of Agata,) till it was 
one heap of bloody clay. When the deed was over, I 
looked upon my stained hands with the delight of a mad' 
man: — "Would to €cod, dear sainted Agata!*' Icriet 
throwing myself flat upon the blessed sod, and apostro* 
phizing the spirit of my victim, <* that iny serpent bloody 
thus spilled at thy grave, would at<me for thy death! 
Gladly would I shed it, drop by drop, and as the last spot 
crimsoned the flowers, rejoice that my sacrifice was ac- 
cepted, and that I now could dwell with thee, in Heaven, 
Agata ! But, ak^s ! it is better as it is-*-4)etter that I 
should linger, solitary, through long years of penitence, 
lengthened out by the torments of cotoscience ! too small 
atonement for my foul oflence !'*— ^and kissing the greea 
turf, I plucked one flower, placed it in my bosom near the 
little box, and tore myself from the spot 

The next day, I was sailing, a miserable man, for the 
coast of Terra Firma. 
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Palsangueime, vlk un M6dedn qui me plan ; je pense qu'il r^unira, cu il eit 
OQflbn. 

Zje JHUtcin mMtgri /«t. 

" Hsss's the doctor, air ! here's the doctor ! Now you'll 
>ee ! None of your little, wrinkled, black-faced Span-r 
^ftbythat are as good as a dose of jolop for a well body only 
look at ; he'll cure you in less than no time, sir. — ^Walk 
II, Doctor." . 

This was said by good Mrs. Ptisan, my English nurse, 
« she opened the door of my sick chamber to let in the 
Han of squirts. And how was this ? Why, I had scarcely 
^n three months aft Cumana, before every body began 
^ discoYer that I was in a very bad way. I was emaci- 
tedy and subject to fits of deep dejection, which, though 
hey found it very easy to rouse me from them, would 
Wariably return the moment the excitement ceased. It 
ould be owing to nothing but the climate— O, nothing in 
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tlie worid but the rf iu i i c whkh did not agree with Mr. 
I^srrir s iK»tikem eomplexicMi. — Thaa I was obliged to nm 
the gantlet of their kind inquiries and commiseratiots 
till I was fairiy driTen for retbge into bed. My good- 
natured persecutors then persuaded me, in the rery teeth 
of my reason, to giie myself OTer to the hands of a brace 
of Spanish leeches, who, as Mis, Ptisan very accurate 
described them, were " as good as a dose of jolop for t 
well body only to look at." These gentlemen did all in 
their power to rid me of my complaints, by ridding me of 
ever>' material on which the said complaints could act — 
which was certainly proceeding on philosophical princi- 
ples. They star^'ed me till you might have made t 
drum-head of my stomach, bled me till my arteries wouU 
have sold for fiddle-strings, and dosed me till my coecnm. 
was a mere bag-pipe, my colon fit for nothing but a ser- 
pent, and my rectum, the most fundamental part of the 
whole establishment, forgot its Janus character to solely 
act French-horn. I believe they would have furnished 
a complete orchestra with my body, but not relishing the 
overture, I one day, in a fit of despair, put my hand under 
the valance, and threatened the musical gentlemen very 
significantly, that, if they did not instantly leave the roomy 
I would beat such a tatoo upon their craniums that their 
olfactory nerves should tingle ever afterwards at the mere 
sight of earthenware, — besides obliging them to swallow 
their own mixtures. The licentiates, terrified, especially 
at the latter part of this threat, which they knew if put into 
practice would render them fit subjects for a post-mortem 
examination, thought proper to decamp, displaying in 
their retreat the most beautiful demonstration of the 
power of the gastrocnemiac muscles I have ever wit- 
nessed. Relieved from these blood-suckers, I was about 
to leap from the bed, and devour the first eatable I could 
lay my hands on, in order to supply the necessary juices 
for future horse-flies ; but my nurse, who was really a 
kind-hearted fool of an animal, exclaimed, with tears in 
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her eyes, that it would certainly be the death of me, and 
begged nie to let her send for an English physician who 
kad lately made several important cures, — " Not," added 
Mn. Ptisan, '< but that some people do manage to give 
Ub the slip ; but then, it is not his fault, for he does 
every thing he can to prevent their dying easily." So I 
snSered myself to be once more fooled, and the physician 
was sent for. *' Walk in, Doctor," said my nurse. 

In entered the acting partner of the long-established 
firm of MorSj Morbus, 4* Medicus. The curtains at the 
windows being closed, and the day very near its decline, 
' I could not distinguish his features as I lay upon my 
kack ; but I observed that his step displayed the gravity 
Wcoming in undertakers and physicians,, and that his 
•bdomen was of a rotundity which could never have been 
(HToduced by feeding on antimony and ipecacuanha. 

The doctor seated himself at the head of my bed, 
crossed one leg carefully above the other, rolled up his 
coffB with great deliberation, — and the farce commenced. 
"Let me feel your pulse, sir. — — Huni ! — ha ! — let me 
lee. My dear sir, you are very sick indeed. For, as 
Hi[^;K>crates says — thus translated, in the able commentary 
of Ludovicus Duretus " In Coacas Hippocrati," — < Qui 
cam lassitudine, caligine, vigiliis, cumate, sudatiuncula, 
K8tn incandescunt, pessim^ segrotant.' Or, if you would 
prefer it in the original Greek, Ko^tioj^ss^, dx^^^s^, wy- 

" But, Doctor, there is no need of all this learning to 
tdl me what I know already ; I'd much rather have your 
opinionthan that of HippocrateS." 

"Than that of Hippocrates! — ^I don't thank you for 
tke cmnpliment at all, sir. Why, sir, we should all be 
dead had not Hippocrates lived; for, as that divine old 
mas of Cos remarius, Ev atuj srortTi, xoiXiij^ i\k ^ ■ " 

" Psha, Doctor, let us to the point at once ; I am not 
child enough to relish this parade." 
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<* But," continued the steward of Death, no ways moved 
by what I had said, <<— *xmXIii^ iii^ufkiviKy oevfia |m) 

" O, for God's sake, have done. Doctor ! Why, yoo^ 
worse than my father, who used to crowd his sermoai 
with Greek and Latin to such a degree, that eren tk 
village schoolmaster declared he was puzzled ; — he bo* 
lieyed, he said, he knew as much of the ancient langoagflf 
as Parson Levis, but he never could find room to thnut 
them in on aU occasions, — and Peleg Cordery was M 
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<* Peleg Cordery V' screamed the disciple of Hippa* 
crates, " Ha ! — ^Parson Levis ? — it can't be ! — By G— , 
but it must he though ! Nurse, draw the curtains.— -* 
Ah, Jerry my boy ! don't you know me ? your old school* 
mate, Harry Smith? Damme, if I a'n't glad to leo u 
you !"— and the burly doctor wrung my hand with suck ^ 
ludicrous energy, that I knew not whether most to sciesfli 
at his sudden appearance, laugh at his uiqirofessiooil 
iiilahty, or roar at the pain he inflicted. <' Devilish gM 
to see you !" he repeated, again wringing my hand, witk 
a cordiality excessively considerate to his patient* 

<' Not sick, I hope. Doctor ? in spite of your business." 

" Sick ? ^NuTse, leave us a little while ; I will knock 

with my foot when I want you, my excellent Mrs. Ptisao* 
— ^There. Sick ! Ha, ha, ha ! Why, Jerry, I suppose I 
shall now have as hard work to persuade you you're 
well ! — Cret up ! Out of bed this instant ! I'll cure you '/' 

'^ But, Doctor, did you not say just now that I am very 
sick ? Pessimi — ^mind you that." 

"^ick! No more sick than " Here the 

learned pill.roller used an expression, which, from the 
i^everence due to that grave body, the physicians, I beg 
leave to omit. " Why, don't you know we must fit our- 
selves to all the whims of our patients ? Xord G , man! 

if I were to tell every one I visited how little he needed 
my services, I should starve — starve, sir, completely! 
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^y^Jenyyl thought you'd more sense. Your undo 
^88 the only man I ever knew fool enough to tell his pa* 
lents the truth. Curse me, if I know how he became so 

ich ! But get up, man. O, I'm so glad to see you ! 

>o you remember how we curried old Cordery's hide? 
tkj ha ! how the old rascal roared I By the Lord, I 
hall never forget it as long as I live. — ^And what became 
f Hazard, heh? drowned, shot, hung, or what — heh ? 
-*— But, bless me, I forget in my joy what I came 
inr ;^-out of bed, man — out of bed, this instant ! You're 
10 more «ick than I am — not a bit more ! out of bed, I say! 
lere^B a hand for you. — So." 

I had never felt myself sick, except while actually un- 
ler the teeth of my Spanish leeches ; therefore. Smith's 
rords seemed to restore me at once to all my strength, and 
l^egan to relish his good-humour. " Oh !" I groaned, as if 
t pained me to rise, " Softly, good Doctor, softly* Ah !-— 
*m afraid you'll be the death of me ; for, as the learned Lu- 
Imcos Duretus remarks, in his commentary " In Coacas 
Sippocrati," * Qui cum lassitudine, caligine,' and so on, 
pessimd SBgrotant.'— Oh ! pessime, Doctor — pessime !" 

'' Bravo, Jeny ! I see your'e the same merry rogue 
Lhat administered the carminative to Peleg through his 
epidennis. But no more of your nonsense ; leave Hip. 
poerateste the devil, with all other imposters. Up with 
yoa, man ; I. long to embrace you. Up, up !" 

^Ohy oh, Doctor! not so fast ; you know, I am a very 
Qck man; for as Hippocrates has it, in the original 
Sreek " 

« Ptoha ! * No more of that, Hal, an thou lovest me.' — 
i¥hy Lord, Levis ! you may thank your stars that you 
igbted on an old friend so opportunely— it has saved you 
rem a world of puking and purging — and God knows 
at fiom death itself. Th||^s right ! Now dress your-* 
slf. Why, man, to tell you the truth— if my joy had 
oi made me forget myself, I believe I should have kept 
ou in bed a week longer for the honour of the profesi* 

Vol. U. 20 
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aon.— Now, let's hag. ByG— ! I never was so happy 
in my life— but when my wife died. But when did yco 
get here 1 how came you here ? what are you. d«Dgf 
heh? Where's Dick Hazard ? and all the rest of them,!- 
Come, out with your budget ! " ^ 

«< Stop a minute, most learned Doctor. I got here, foo^ 
months ago; I came here, in the good ship Hakon ; Fa 
making my fortune rapidly ; Dick Hazard is hung and 
rotten; and 

<<Dick hung? 'Gad, I thought as much! Howeftr^ 
Dick was clever for some things, and' had a most manly 
frame ; I wish I had had the dissecting of him. Well! 
rest his bones. — ^And what's become of aU the rest of our 
old cronies ? O, my God ! I've so many things to saji 
I shall burst before I know which to bring out first." 

" No matter. Doctor— let them aU out at once ; for, ai 
the divine old man of Cos observes — though I can't repeit 
the Greek—, When the belly's fiUed with " 

^<0, confound you ! And so, you understood my kit 
very appropriate quotation, heh ?" 

<< Understood it ! To be sure I did : it was plain enougbf 
in all conscience. You had better take care, Smith ; if 
you are so ready always with your tumid quotations, yoall 
light on some scholar perchance, and then youll be 
blown up with a vengeance for your indecorum." 

*^ Well, this must answer for to-day, for we've kept Bin. 
Nurse waiting, rather too long ; and it wont do for me to 
lose any of my interest in that quarter." He knocked 
with his foot. 

Mrs. Ptisan absolutely screamed, when she saw me out 

of bed and dressed. "Well already? Now, did you 

ever ! La, Doctor Smith, you beat any thing I ever 

knew : I'm sure that Doctor Pockatease, yon talk so 

'much about, wasn't half scjgpreat a man." 

The knight of the pestle^ much to my amusement, im- 
mediately rqjsumed his professional gnmty. <<Wby, 
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nily, Mnu Pkiaan, as you observe, it isa most wonderful 
ure, and is owing in agreat meaaure, no doubt-— that is 
» sajy is to be attributed, in a certain degree, to the ez- 
«llent constitution of the patient ; butstill, Ihaye acer- 
sin remedy, whidi, I may say without vanity, ia known 
no other member of the profeasioa— and ia ahnost a 
lanaoea. Providence has been pleased to entrust it to 
By poor hands, and I have, under its means, been blessed 
rith my share of success ; but still, all is not done. 
lere, Mr. Levis ; you will take these powders immedi- 
itely on awaking in the night^-which you will not fail to 
b at half-past-twelve. My good friend, Mrs. Ptisan, will 
ilace a bowl of barleypwater at your bed's side, so that 
few may reach it readily in the night. Stir the powders 
n, and drink directly. For, as De Graaf observes, ** De 
fttganis Generationis,"^-Fac sis memor, care Jeremia, 
tt in matulam tuam hmc medicamenta conjicias. Nascio 
nUttm narthecium magis aptum.— Ah ! risum tone, mi 
mice ; habenda est ratio fames nostr». Ego me txm 
Bdei committo. — ^Tenes ?" 

Tlie nurse was in raptures at this display of learning, 
lifted up her hands and eyes. '< Did you ever !" 

As for myself, it w&s as much as I could do to refrain 
bom laughing at the gravity which the doctor affected, 
il^hing, however, to impress Mrs. Ptisan with the same 
Mpect for my acquirements that she showed for my 
Hend's, I answered, — <^ The caution which De €^raaf 
pves ia certainly just — and shall be attended to ; for, as 
Lurelius Celsus remarks, in his work ** De Medecina," 
-Fae sine cura sis, doctissime Doitor. Curabo. Tu 
ie non occidisti, et beneficiarum magis sum memor 
nam ut celebretatis tu» arcem hostibus prodeam." 

** Now, did you ever !" cried my nurse,— << I never saw 
ach learned gentlemen in my life.'' 

<< Sat est," said the doctor, keeping up the joke : <' Jam- 
ae vale, mi Jeremia.'' 
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*' El tu, clinice peritissiiiie, Hippocratis dimputon 
omnium •niditisBimey interpretisque ejus Dureti studuMBi- 
sime, tu bene vale." 

^ Did you ever !" said my nurse, as she opened the 
door for Smith : " Lord ! I do like those issimes so!- 
rooUHttime ! Mioolysisnme /—This way. Doctor." . . 



CHAPTER n. 



What ! Jeremy hokJing forth ? 

Z,9V9 for Liove. 



A:n> holding forth against what ? Against the taste flf 
the day. O, I hate a reformer ! cries one. And so J9 ^ 
I, says another. But what if he reform in his own i^ 
fence ? O, that alters the case ! exclaims the one. Molt 
essentially, subjoins the other. 

Now, the case stands simply thus. Jeremy Levis, An- 
tobiographer pro tern., has dared to insert in these his n^ 
moirs several very naughty chapters — ^naughty, for as 
much as certain characters figure therein in dresses thit 
sufier their natural shape to appear, in open contempt of 
the canons of the day, which expressly declare, that no 
gentleman shall be countenanced in decent society, who 
does not encourage the cotton trade by thrusting half-a- 
pound of wadding under his a^ciUse, and that no lady shall 
be authorized to flirt, except she advocate the theory of 
M onboddo, and at the same time assert her just right to be 
ranked a species of the genus simia, by mountings on the 
.saddle of her second lumbar vertebra, a thing, in shape 
a freemason's apron tied to a sausage, ycleped taurmare; 
and, in consequence of the said naughty chiqiters, he, the 
fiforesaid Jeremy Levis, stands in imininent peril of being 
barked at by every shag-eared mongrel critic, who, be^ 
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imxae forsooth he follows at a lady's heels, thinks him. 
lelf the defender of her delicacy, or, because he himself 
las neither scent nor speed, believes all other (k>gs unfit- 
»d for the chase, or still better, who is ready to do any 
lirty office for a plate of bones, and therefore, as 
iays» will growl the more, the less he finds to pick.' 
Aks ftr thee, ill-fated Jeremy ! thou wert warned of this, 
when Peleg rapped thee on the knuckles for making 
dog's.ears m thy primer ; and now thy hour is come, and 
' curs of liw degree' shall yelp at thee, and snap at thine 
unwittingly offending legs, because, forgetting that little 
brutes ^^e them can feel indignities as well as greater 
beastly thou hast tumbled them over in the dust, or thrust 
liem into the kennel ! 

-——But, Levis, honest Levis, you are lapsing into 
iiapsody. You forget, that, by your own confession, you 
land arraigned at the joint tribunal of Common-Sense 
md (xood-Taste for naughtiness in chkipter-making, and 
itfier like ofiences. The case has been stated. The evi- 
lence has long ago been given on both sides. We will 
oppose the jury, |MicA:6i^ of little dogs and all,' have found 
tra guilty. What have you to say why sentence of the 
kw should not be passed upon you, that you be banished 
rom aU ladies' centre-tables, for low-life scenes and 
idgat conversations?—— 

Hear me then. — I stand accused (as well as I can 
earn)' of vulgar writing,— of bringing into this, my histo- 
"y, men in pea-jackets, women without 8tays,--of making 
hem act before the reader in some drunken tavem- 
icene, or even lower, — and, worst of all, of introducing 
htm in language coarse as the clothes I put upon them. I 
idD not take these points up separately, and plead to each, 
^ join them all together, under one vile name — ^vulgari- 
y, and sometimes speak of them as one, sometimes ex- 
unine a particular part, as shall seem to me most fitting. 

Now, let me ask — ^how is society composed ? Merely 
)f men who call their breeches inexpressibles, and wo^ 
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men who blush to hear such queer things spoken of ai 
legs ? , Or are these embodied spiritualities mixed 
beings of a coarser loam — Yile^ shocking men, who cl< 
their naked persons with a shirty and bear, in the 
point of their face argent, a nose statant^igardant of 
same, crined sable in the nostrils gules, — old-fieishi 
women, who sleep in nightcaps^ and cannot ride unvei 
nor sigh " My horse perspires ! O, che bestial"? 
then, where shall we seek for humour ? In the ball-roof4; 
of a city belle, where feet and fiddlesticks, bass-viols and , 
base hearts, where all things instrumental, move by mesu . 
sure, save the tongue ! Or in the bar-room of a countiy , 
innkeeper, where jokes and jorums> thick pitchers vai g 
thick skulls, where all things spiritual, are cracked un- • 
counted^ though not without account? The answer — ^ ^ 
" We grant it," you will say, " good Jeremy, just as y«L 
would have it. We have no objection to the scenfli^ 
themselves, — ^they suit the promise on your title-page; ^ 
but wherefore need the language be so coarse ?" Wh] f 
not say at once, 8^i%et Reader, << Good, modest, gentle^ . 
manly Jeremy, give us the bottle — we like it well ; b 
throw away the spirit ?" If you really have, my Reader, 
an infant's innocent fondness for glass, you may suck 
many empty bottles as you please ; but you must do it ii[, 
other company ; for when you dine at my table, I s! 
feast you with the richest wines the cellar of my brain caa 

furnish. ^But, to be serious : — 

Had I introduced these vulgar characters conversiog 
with the ease and finish of polite persons, I should have 
erred not only against the truth of my history, but evcD 
against the spirit of the work considered as a mere novel 
Can the reader suppose for one moment, one single mo- 
ment, that I delight in such language as is used by Mii* 
Coming, and the Fox family, and Mr. and Mrs. Spits' 
Wit, or humour, will^ with those who relish it, often ezcus< 
great grossness : but nothing can be more disgusting thai 
insipid vulgarity : — ^As in chalybeate waters we disregari 



ir^H. II. LIFE OF JERfeMY LEVIS. 339 

Um bitterness for ibe sake of their briskness ; but take 
Krater ef the purest mouyatain rill, and expel the air that 
IB^s it all its life, and the vapid draught shall make the 
!«ljomach sicken. — ^Yet what if I had consulted my feel- 
|i^|Bgs ? Would not the truth of the picture have been 
Mtereby destroyed ? Let those answer who have had to 
Ms with, such people. As for my ilncle Jeremy, the actor, 
IN^ lieutenant, the sergeant, and Dr. Smith, whose vul- 
^^Ipiiity is of a different species, consisting not in those cor- 
vkaptions of pronunciation, which, to the ear of a well- 

Jied man of taste, are more hateful than loud talking in 
'ja woman, or the music of a hogstye, but in a profusion of 
jm»arse oaths, with here and there a trifling indelicacy, I 

iuive only to ask the reader which he would prefer ; — to 
^ retain them as they are, their characters developed solely 
^l»y their actions and their conversation, or have me imitate 
^tbe modern novelists, who treat us to a wonderful descrip- 
^ tkm of the mental qualifications, peculiar habits, and style 
pof sfieech of their several heroes, (-which leads one to 
^ imagine. that the said heroes moaieach have had a win- 
* dow in his breast, for the particular and private inspec- 
^ tion of the sage who was to make out for the star-gazing 
f community a table of their altitudes and depressions-) 

(and then tack to the end of it a dialogue which would 
suit any other set of speakers just as well ? — ^The reader 
' will find I have never made a real gentleman indulge, in 
the slightest degree, in similar grossness. It is true 1 
have known men of birth and education (men of Uiste 
too,*) as coarse in their ordinary converse as though they 
had been bred on dunghills ; and so I have seen a butcher 
torn aside his head when he struck his victim, and a sur- 
geon troubled at the pain he was inflicting on his patient, 
— -ao I have heard of a thief's sparing the pocket of a 
poor man, and a lawyer's refusing a bribe from a crimi- 
nal,— HBK> I have known an old maid to take pleasure in the 
happiness of young people, and a reviewer to eulogize a 
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work of sterling merk ; but thete are all rare cases, airf 
we are not disputing about the treatment of idiosyncraM' 
Admitting my defence, thus far, as satisfactory, theH^ 
is yet a greater accusation to be answered. I sttnC 
charged with using coarse expresdons and allusions eiw 
where I ain supposed to spedt myself— a horrid crime 'ni 
this most modest age. My publishers have told me, iM 
a gentleman, whose knowledge of the public taste W 
ders him fully competent to pronounce on such a quo^ 
tion, entered their store when some sheete of this woik 
lay upon the desk. Haying cast his eye, at their request,- 
oyer one or two of them, he pointed to the twenty-thM 
line on the two-hundred-and-thirteenth page of the fint 
volume, and said, *' Though I, and no other man who u' 
not tainted with squeamishness^ can have the least objec- f 
tion to this passage, yet I would advise the writer to maki^'\ 
some alteration ; for, depend upon it, as it is it will nol 
ple&ee the public." Whoever the individual may be, I ' 
thank him for his friendly advice, which, however, I faaTe ' 
not chosen to follow. If I am to tlimb into the favour of 
the public only by flattering its nauseous prudery, I wifl 
turn my back^upon it at oncie ; for I would rather my 
limbs should rot in inactivity than thus be used. My work 
shall force its way to notice by its own merits, or moulder 
on the shelf; — no offspring of my brain shall lose their 
manhood because the public is fond of childish trebles.*-— 



* I may well be pennitted to speak warmly on this lubject ; since I am a taf 
ferer (and I believe the reader is no less) by the old maid's parity of which I 
eomplain. Two or three passages have been swept fixun the work by nyremom- 
less publishers, others maimf>a in their most important members, mi here and 
there a picked word turned Arom the ranks to pve iriace to scMne palsied, hatf- 
defunct expression, that can scarcely pull tri^er in the service for wliich it was 
recruited. And why, forsooth ? Not because there was aiqr objection to themn 
themselves, but merely to bring the rcciment on a level with the beggarly train- 
bands of the day. One whole scene, which, if there be any wel^written passages 
in the work, ranked certainly among the best whether in point of style or ofm- 
vention, has been omitted at the conclusion of the S4th chap, of bk. n.— therdby 
not only marring that conclusion, but rendering a line in tbe beginning of tbf 
next chapter (so. ** No doubt of it, Ur. Spits,") a mere flat. Andyet, upon my 
honour as a man and a gentlonan, there was nothing in this, nor in the other ex- 
punged or altered passages, but what I would read to a mother, a wife, a daughter, 
a sister, had I such connexions, without a moment's hesitation. Surely " Tbe 
rimes are out of Joint ;" and would to God that some more skilAil operator would 
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jnppose had I used the root of the objectionable word, 
pd written <' or with as lavish a lap as a irulla bestows her 
l^rours," or, making a name oi it, in imitation of fiutler, 
r-^ as TntUa bestows her fayours," no one would find 
anh ; because, in the former case, without speaking of 
(18 advantage gained by the additional purity of the 
Caglishj none but a blue would understand it — and it 
no matter what a blue reads^ and, in the latter 
neither blues, nor any other class of coloured fe- 
nal^ would be aware of its meaning, and little Misses 
r]io are fond of reading of high-life would mistake it for 

ae aame of some court lady of distinction. ^I would be 

ae last man to recommend the introduction of obscene- 
mtm or actual vulgarity into writing ; but I do protest 
gaiost this frittering down the masculine energy of a 
anguage merely from an overnice respect for the delicacy 
t the other sex. At this rate, literature bids fair to be- 
<wne ere long of very doubtful gender. In the name of 
'^oUy, if the hour must indeed come, let it come at once ! 
ium all the mighty masters that have taught the world 
Ql the commencement of the present century! drag 
Idtecature from his attic story, pull off hia breeches, slip 
k petticoat on his emasculated limbs, . seat him in a 
ocking-chair in a drawing-room, and, with some impas- 
ioned poet for his scribe, let him dictate with squeaking 
'oice mellifluous fairy-thoughted mottoes for sugar-plum 
^nq>pers ! — For my own part, I do not write to please the 
Kher sex. Stay! do not mistake me; in making this 
ismtion, my reference is not confined to the passages you 
Suppose — ^for, were every scene of humour cut from the 
book I would still assert the same ; I speak merely in the 
charaeler which I see you are determined to give me, 
thai of a novelist. No young, unmarried woman, ought 



ifHipt rMKuiag them to their proper powers ! But, if none elae wiU undertake 
tetMk. I moat turn bone-setter myself, supplying the place of skill by the na^ 
mUf or my ftntentioi, and the zeal of my endeavours. 
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to be permitted to read a novel of any deBoription. Hil 
I a daughter with a heart of ice, and a face as grimfl ^ 
the lion's head on an antique knocker, she should neTer 
pore upon a tale of love to make that ice smoke cur induce 
her to believe that her face was as good as her neighbour^ii 
Nature teaches us to sigh soon enough in all conscienee, 
without our needing the bellows of imagination to inflite 
the lungs prematurely.-— I repeat, I do not write to 
please the other sex ; but, as the other sex will read my 
** Life," because they fancy it to be a novel, I recom- 
mend to the younger portion to peruse the very cha{N 
ters most parents would bid them omit, and warn them 
against those which most parents would select. Hie 
latter (such for instance as are contained in the Third and 
Sixth Books,) may inflame the mind ; but the former wiH 
leave it |m quiet as before, — for when the breath escapes itt 
laughter the coals of the imagination have no chance to 
kindle. As to .any indelicacy of language in such scentf 
' We will not return to that subject ; it is absurd t« 

speak of it. — But let no man cry out against me, that 
would trample down the refinement of the day, and le']' 
store the growth of those impurities which are now hi^ 
pily rooted out from the fair fields of literature. If M' 
love the taste of thistles, let him turn his tail upon tk0 
vigorous, wholesome plants bethinks impure, andbrowae 
on ; I feed not asses. 

My Lords (-Common-Sense and Good-Taste*) I have 
finished my defence. Let me not hang upon your jodg* 
ments ; but decide at once.— And to the many friends of 
Refinement that I see' around me, and who, from igno- 
rance of your lordships' characters and office, may 
grumble at a just decision, permit me thus to say :-— I am 
ready with the foremost to promote the cause of any real 
good. Prove to me that society is one whit the better, ii 
not the worse, for such nicety as you affect, and I will 
gladly speak of a pregnant woman as a ladjr of tumid 
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tment, and call the operation of an emetic a subli- 
n of the gastric contents. 



CHAPTER HI. 



Interea inter muUereg, 
Qjm ibi aderant, forte unam adspicio adoleacentalam, 
Vonnk.,^1 S0. BonA fmtaase. 8i. Etyolta, Sosia, 
Adeo modeato, adeo yenosto, ut nihil aupra. 

Tztu—Jindria, 

Bat, O ! Aigateon fbOowi her !— So Night 
Treads on the footsteps of a winter*B Sun 
And stalks all blade behind him. 

Marrimge A-la-mode. 



the Reader be ^miliar with romances, he will look 
10 more love adventures in this Life of Sixty Years, 
will hardly suppose that, after the desolation which 
fallen on my feelings, (as recorded in the preceding 
k,) my heart could ever again become devoted to the 
Br it had so fatally worshipped : but, though the hur- 
Ae had swept before its violence the fires of the sacri- 
the altar stood unbroken, and the flame was des- 
1 yet to be renewed, — ^though not indeed to bum with 
tl brightness. 

is an absurd notion that we can love truly but once : 
^ell might we say that a man can never have but one 
id. As long as the same material remains, and the 
B causes to work upon it, the same result must be pro- 
dd. While the streams of passion continue to flow 
i equal current, the soil they irrigate will still bring 
I its flowers and its fruits ; and though the tempest for 
ne may swell its waters that 4hey rise above their 
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level and the blooming banks are broken down and the 
fruitful fields made desolate, yet, when the flood subsides) 
the ruin is repaired, and an earlier harvest overgrows iti |) 
traces. It is when the waste of years has dried the ehsB- 
nel by slow evaporation, that the soil, made barren, vege- 
tates no longer.* — But enough of preface. 

A month or two after my plenipotentiary, Dr. Henry 
Smith, had signed the articles of truce with Death, — ^vrhen 
the rapier lancet, the blunderbuss pill-box, and the bomb 
clyster, being laid aside, no longer threatened Nature 
with extinction of her forces, I happened to be at masSy 
in the parish-church at Cumana, when my attention was 
struck by the appearance of a lady who sat near me on 
the opposite side of the aisle. Though the black veil she 
wore completely concealed her features, yet there was 
something in the style of her head, and the manner in 
which it was set upon the neck, that left with the observer 
an impression that the face must be beautiful, — a peculi* 
arity which doubtless the Reader himself has often re- 
marked in females, and been puzzled to account for the 
image it stamped upon his mind. The lady was evidently 
conscious of the admiration of the young Englishman, for* 
as she rose at the conclusion of the service, she drew her 
veil a little to one side, with the apparent motive of ar 
ranging its folds, and levelled on him for a single mo 
ment, the full power of her eyes. Those eyes ! no man 
has ever described their kind but Byron — albeit in a most 
strange medley of metaphors : — 






es 



> 



* I may seem to many to be refining on a trifling subject— to be pratiniiiiee ro- I 
ance in order to titillate the fancies of novel-reading children, n Is nek? ^ I 'Z 



mance 



me there are some who look with very different eyes. Love has betfn mmi]^ 
those who, not contented to feel that such things are, seek toidiscover ftom wbtf 
source they spring and to what end they flow, to be the »ole passion that eouBltfri 
acts the selfishness of our nature. The continuance of the human spectos wooU 
be just as well subserved by mere animal desire ; but the deity has lesn Bif 
rive man for his happiness a union of soul and sense— perhaps the most b^|v£ 
^H illustration that can be inrtanced of that almighty benefioenoe which tua svcf 4 
where coupled utility with pleasure («— I metm true pleasurei— the pleasurt <» 1 
l^icorusi not of the Epicureans.; • 



'%. 



CH. III. LIFE OP JEREMY LEVIS. 239 

The '* large bUck eyes tlut flaab on yoa a volley 
** Of nyi that my a tkaoMBd thtngi at oact." 

Ifnaket eyes that flash a volley, not of bullets, but of 
rays, (forming, doubtless, that species of luminous bodies 
Balled Mhooiing MiarM^) and rays too that have the faculty 
of speech, is most delicious nonsense ; but nonsense is 
very <^en more expressive than any shape of its oppo- 
site.--*'And now that I am on the'^ubject I may as w^ll 
finiah the quotation, and describe the sum of her perfec 
tioDs at once, — ^it will be a saving of time, though at the 
szpenae of a breach in the paragraph : — 

" Heart on her lipe, and eoiil within her eyei, 
" Soft as her dime, and sonny as her skies." 



Such was the Creole, — a beauty scarcely seventeen — 
glowing, burning, in feature and complexion, the ver>' 
child of passion. 

The act I have mentioned was one that Agat^ indeed, 
would not have thought of; but yet it was an act of inno- 
cent coquetry, such as is committed every day by ladies 
that move in the world, (not of romance,) without de- 
tracting from the mode^ of their characters. It had the 
lull effect designed, completely substantiating the Cuma- 
aian's claims to the loveliness wherewith my imagination 
had already made her invested. 

I followed the young beauty to the door of the church, 
and had the satisfaction of seeing her escorted homeward 
by an ugly, gloomy-visaged Spaniard, that looked a devil 
imdar a fHar's cowl. Could there have been any thing 
tlu4 would add to my admiration of the lady, it was the 
circuinstance of her being thus attended ; for there was 
none of that easy, affectionate indifference in the man'a 
deportment, that might mark him to be her father or her 
brother, but he seemed to watch her motions with the 
Vol. n. 21 
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jealousy of m loTer, harryia^ her tlyriNi|^ Uie crowd as 
thoogfa he hated tiiat any «Cher am tfaaa hia own riMrald 
eyen bmah against her garments. She was attended, 
besides, by two female shTes, — an affectation of slitt^ 
Tery usoal in the Spanish colonies. 

Keeping the blacks between me and their mis t iess , I 
marched very deliberately, though not rery cooUy, in the 
train of the latter, determined to discover who she wai^ if 
poerible, or at least in what quarter of the city she re- 
sided. And where then was the sorrow lor Agata, 

which had worn me almost to a shadow ? Crrief Idlb id 
poetry; but, in real life, it is seldom more than a ten^- 
rary sickness.^ 

I succeeded in following my fiur Creole to the very 
door of her dwelling without exciting the suspicions of 
theSpaniaid. She entered the house — hot took no fiicthflr 
notice of me, and the man entered likewise. — I continari 
my walk for a proper distance, then crossing the street, 
turned direc% badL upon my steps ; and, as I passed the 
house again, easting a side glance at the windows^ I flit- 
tered myself that I saw the lady secretly wstrhin^ fioiD 
behind the silken curtains* 

Thus fiur, I was stimulated by a raere-feeling of admi' 
ration ; but I carried home this little seed of passisD, to 
plant it in the rich soil (^ my bosom, and nourish its giowtk 
with the springs of imagioatlon. Dear smnied Agaia ! I 
had said, some seven months before. Would iksi I sujf ^ 
(^er yp my life>a wer^ce upon thy gr'osot ! — Buty itithti- 
ier Of it is^'-ieUer that I sJimdd linger^ ^oliUiry^ thnmgi 
long ytare of pemUfice, lengthened out hy the tormeata of 



• If en and woaen nay 4ie, Iknow,0r«teokellllear^«sw«tt^•ttoHllc 
taal pbydcal malady, or fh)in taavii^ rtceived their diadiarie in the ibape of 
a preaoipticB ; hut the diaease of a brwkmkemt ie 'Ohraale, the diiieMperaf 
^r^f acute: this attacks with YioIence,but ia forced at last to raiae the wktjt; 
that ikmly lapa theenergiei of miad and body, tSI the whale lildc ttAmtf 
tern, completely ezcayated, crumbles into dust without resiataace. In the 
former case, the lover grieves that he has lost liis adorable mlsliaaii, and reco- 
vers from the affliction ; in the latter, the wife pines because she cannot lose 
her detestable husband, and dies of inward mortification. 
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• 

cmuckaieef too inutt aknwmeidformyfMoffefice ! How 
^mlaik seem the tliougkts which enthuiiasm sends all 
iNimuig from the brain, when we find so short a time 
«oDTert8 them into senseless words, a mere heap of cold 
4eid ashes! 



CHAPTER IV. 

Bey-day! who li«ye ire here ? This is no Father Dominiok, no huge ovei • 

'VOfia abtir^hihber ; this iilmt a dtminiiclf« meklag fryar. 

Siftaiith IVyar. 

I in»D not detail the many little circumstances that 
leaded to raise my admiration of the beautiful Creole into 
'letnal love, nor the many litUe contrivances that I resorted 
to in order to make known my passion, nor the success 
which these endeavours had in inspiring her with some- 
thing like a reciprocal affection, without a single inter- 
^w having ever taken place between us; for the reader 
ean wen imagine it all for himself, knowing, as he must 
do, that there needs no other interpreters in affairs of the 
heart than the eyes,— nay, that the interdiction of speech 
is often beneficial to the cause, not merely because the 
first word spoken by the beloved object might dissolve 
the charm by showing us that we were worshipping mere 
Vttntyu.-a head without brains, but because it gives a 
briskness to the passion, on the sapie principle that a 
stone thrown into a garden brook converts the peaceful 
stream into a sparkling, noisy little torrent I will merely 
say, tbat learning on inquiry that Beatriz, (my new 
idol,) was actually engaged to the Spaniard I had seen 
escoirting her, I gave up all idea of seeking an introduc. 
doo to the family — ^knowing that nothing under Heaven 
could prevail with her father, Creole as he was, to alter 
the connexion he had formed for his daughter, — and im. 
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mediately set my brain to work to deviie some plaQ for 
obtaining a private interview with the girl herself when 
I was resolved I would marry her, in defiance of both 
father and lover, and at aU peril of the consequences. 

While my head was yet teeming with this rash, and 
perhaps ridiculous, scheme, I chanced one afternoon to 
be passing near the home of Beatriz, (an exercise I tt- 
quently took, notwithstanding the danger, which, consi- 
dehng the persons I might have to deal with, most cer- 
tainly attended it,) when I observed a very diminutiTe, 
vulgar-looking man, in the dress of a secular priest, leave 
the house, and move towards me with a step affectedly J 
solemn. It instantly stnick me that I had seen the jfiguie 
somewhere before, though not very recently. I there- 
fore quickened my pace to meet him. Judge my astonish- 
ment, when I recognized the features of an individual 
whom I and every body else had long supposed to be sleep- 
ing quietly somewhere in the Atlantic Ocean ! How he bad 
managed to rise from the bottom of the sea,^ or the bot' 
tomless pit, renew his existence, and appear now, in 
South America, a Catholic priest, were all circumstances 
very puzzling to account for : but I could not be deceived 
— there never was another thing like him bom of 
woman. 

As the little gentleman had his eyes fixed upon the 
air, trying perhaps to discover the presence of animalcu- 
l8B, he did not notice me who was walking on the earth, 
and. I took advantage of his aerial contemplation to pass 
him, turn directly back, and, approaching close behind 
him on tiptoe, bring my mouth to a level with his ear. 

<< Brother sinner," I whispered, in English, and in his 
own well-remembered bagpipe drone. 

The priest recoiled with most unclerical agility, ex- 
claiming, in the vernacular of my native isle,. ^^ The Loid 
deliver us !" It was sufficient. I beheld neither an appa* 
rition, nor the devil, but the devil's particular fqend^ 
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Brother Malachi Snublw, formerly casual preacher of the 
PFord at the Bull tayeniy county of Middlesex, England. 

<<Why— *Mr.-— Snubbi!" I cried, seizing his hand, 
which I retained in spite of his struggles to extricate it, — 
** Sorely, this is a day of marrow and fat things to us 
bodi ; yea, it is even as one were bom again, to meet 
with old friends thus in a foreign land." 

Malachi frowned, and spluttering a barbarous mixture 
of bad Castilian and odd scraps of Latin from the mass- 
bo<^ tried to summon to his brow all the terrours of 
sacerdotal ire; but, alas poor man! his head, as the 
rtadjsr knows, was but a cocoanut, and eocoanuts are 
<»f a mUky nature. It would not do. 

'< Come, come, Mr. Snubbs!" I continued, but in a 
lower Yoice-^for several citizens had displayed, in pass- 
ing us, symptoms of angry surprise at my forcible deten- 
tion of a minister of their sacred faith, and, to say the least 
against him, Malachi was not worth quarrelling about— 
^'this mummery wont pass with me. You forget, sir, who 
was with you at the Bull tavern. — ^Your reputation lies 
It my mercy ; be quiet, and it is safe." Snubbs's impu- 
'dsnce fonKxrinhim: he stood perfectly still. *<Now, sir, 
be pleased to accompany me home — I have something to 
say to you.-— Hush ! don't begin to play the fool again. 
Most I remind you of Miss Paynthumley? and her jew- 
els? and the missionary fund? Your liberty, your life 
perhaps, is in my hands ; see that I don't strangle it !" 
The holy man muttered something, and motioned with 
his hand for me to lead the way. — O, ho ! — thought I^ 
— my bird would yet escape ! I must clip his wings. — " No, 
no, fi&ther,-^ ill beseems a heretic like me to go before 
your reverence; we will walk together." The priest 
submitted ; though, had not the suddenness of our ren- 
coonler dashed every coal of spirit, or rather impudence, 
from the brazen ehafingdish of his bosom, he inust have 
rallacted that he might brave me with impunitv, — since it 

21* 
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was more than probable that I could fomuh no |Hoofr of 
his fiUainy, and the dioroagfa Catholidam of the Spaniah 
Creoles would be sure to torn all the evil firom hb 
aspersed character directly upon the head of his aceaser. 

I led my captire home. After depositing him si^ 
in a chair, and seating myself in front of him, the firrt 
thing I did was to look his priestdiip foU in the ftce, and 
burst into a fit of laughter. 

The spirit of the holy man awoke at this mdagaky, 
-•Sinner!" said he, *'haye you so little reverence for 
things sacred " 



^<Not when they keep themselyes steady,'^ said L 
^^But when these sacred things display such amaring 
agility " 

'< So little fear of the Lord's vengeance ? ^ eoa- - 

tinned he, without regarding my interruption. 

^^ In nmning away from their better halves ^ con- 
tinued I in turn, without regarding his. 

" I weep for you, most wicked man !" proceeded he, 
and groaned. 

" I laugh at them, most righteous Snubbs," proceeded 

I, and drew the figure of my proposition. ^Bot 

enough of this, Mr. Snubbs, — it is too late in the day to 
preach to me in this manner ; let us at once to busKoess.-^ 
In the first place, sir, tell me all that has happened to yoo 
since we parted in Mrs. Spits' chamber,— I have my rea> 
sons for asking it. And tell it briefly, honestly— if you 
can, and, above all, without canting." 

After a moment's hesitation, Malachi, seeing me seri- 
ous, began after this fashion : — 

'< On that horrid night, when the play-acting child of 
the devil shut me up with that lewd Mrs. Spits, the Lord 
was pleased to appear to me in " 

<< Mr. Snubbs ! Will you have the goodness, sir, to re^ 
serve your blasphemy for those who like it?" 

'< But, Mr. Levis, you desired me to tell my stonr 
honestly ; and how can I do it, unless I do do it ?" 
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** Welly weU, if you must blaspheme, Snubbs, go on, in 
iroor master's name ! only do be a little moderate in the 
BUjoy ment, fi>r decency's sake." 

^ On that night, sir, Uie Lord appeared to me in a vision, 
md said, ' Malachi, Malachi Snubbs ! thou hast sinned, — 
Meing that, whereas I gave thee the woman Mary Payn- 
:liiunley to wife, merely for the good of thy fellows, thou 
hast kept her to thyself, living with her after the fashion 
oi men. Now, therefore, thus shalt thou do. Rise on 
the morrow betimes, and get thee hence, even unto the 
city which is called jLondon ; and on the way thou shalt 
Qoiake the woman : but her precious stones, her gay 
Mtire, these things shalt thou keep unto thyself-- — ' 
^ What, Lord ! would you have me steal ?' I said, very 
■viekedly. 'Peace, sinner!' answered the voice, 'and 
3o as thou art bidden ; for the purpose is holy, though 
now concealed from the eyes of thy understanding. Did 
[ not bid thee lay up for my proper service the funds which 
Uiy brethren intrusted to thy keeping? and wilt thou now 
complain, lewd man V So I held my peace. And the 
voice continued, ' When thou art in London, thou shalt 
God a vessel bound for the port of Cadiz. • Take thy 
iMSsage therein. Fear not ; all shall be revealed in due 
lime.' So, I rose, and praised the Lord for the sweet 
tidings, and resolved to do as I was bidden." 

''But how are you sure, Mr. Snubbs, that the voice 
came not from a very different quarter t" 

" Because, sir, the words made me feel good— yea ! 
they were most sweet and precious to my soul, — and the 
deiHU, who loves to torment us, would never tell us to do 
aiqr thing that is pleasant." 

" Most sagely reasoned, Mr. Snubbs. — And now put 
yourself on board the vessel." 

" Well, sir, there the voice came to me again ; and it 
said to me, ' Malachi !' — and I said, ' What, Lord?' — and 
the voice said, ' Lo, thus shalt thou do. Get thee unto 
the master of this vessel, a godly man, and one who fear- 
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eth the Lord, and offinr him the half of my treasurea y 
thou hasty that he may conceal thee ; for thou liTSf 
sinful world, Malachi, and the voice of the heathi 
gone about to speak eril of thee and thy good t 
This, dierefore, shah thou dopiest peradventnre the 
fer for thy righteoosness/ So the master—-**" 

'< Et cstenu Now put thyself in Cadiz, honest So 
thou fovoured of the deril — I beg your pardon ; 1 1 
to say, of -^ liby lord, pious Snubbs." 

<< At Cadiz, as I lay awake one night, thinking ( 
tender mercies of the Lord, and wondering what ^ 
be the end of my journeying for preciotts sinners, I 
a Yoice at my bed's side, not like the one before, bi 
and small as of a woman ; and it said, * Malachi ! Mai 
— - and I asked in fear, < Who calleth me?' — ai 
Toice said, * Look !' -— and I looked, and lo, a grea 
shone in the chamber, and a woman stood besidi 
young and weU-faToured, and habited in snow^whi 
parol. Then I was struck with exceeding terroui 
cried aloud, * Avaunt ! get thee hence, thou lewd < 
the devil ! thoii shalt not tempt me.' And the visioi 
' Peace, wretched man ! and learn at whom thou n 
I am the Virgin Mary, sent to turn thee from the 
wherein thou treadest, and lead thee to the true and 
road. Hear now. F<Mr what purpose, ihinkest 
weak mortal as thou art, that thou hast been ordei 
do the very deeds which men condemn, and for ^ 
thou mightest have been made to suffer, even a 
blessed Apostles once did suffer ? For what but to 
thee to this land of the only true faith, that thou nu] 
be converted from thy former heresy, and be made a 
and holy Catholic V When I heard this, sinner as ! 
I began to wax incredulous. And the Virgin, seej 
said, < O, thou man of little foith ! put thy hand be 
the pillow, and tell me what thou iindest.' So I pi 
hand beneath the pillow, and drew forth the Uttle c 
once belonging to my wife, which the Lord bad 
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Banded me to keep. 'Now, put thy hand in without 
ookiiigy' said the Virgin, * and take forth what thou 
oncheat fint.' And J put in my hand, and lo, I touched 
a diamond cross. Then I was convinced, and kissed the 
■ymbol of the blessed faith, and, leaping from the bed 
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'< What ! m thy shirt, Snubbs ? O thou naughty man !" 

Skabbs was too warm to feel my profane interruption. 

** I threw myself before the Virgin, and would have em- 

^ficed her knees. But the Virgin shrunk back. ' Touch 

W not !' she said, < thou man impure ! But get thee 

Ti^ again into thy bed, and listen further. Thus 

dtth thou do. In this city of Sodom, thou wilt find a 
,aan of noble birth, an Andalusian, named Gaspar de 
-^^Inlo de los Sacefdotes, a man that feareth God and 
r^ierisheth his holy ministers. His favourite thou art 
^■destined to become ; and with him shalt thou cross the 
^v^cean to the New World. There, in the Spanish Main, 
^|i the province which is called Cumana, there, O Mala- 
cU, shalf thou find the end of thy wanderings, devoting 
Ay pious labour, and the treasures thou hast heaped to- 
^ IBther, to the good of my church, administering the balm 
\ rf thy wisdom to the zealous among my worshippers, and 
: Opening the eyes of the still bUnded Indians. — ^But, long 
[ hefore thou canst do this, O M alachi, thou must purge 
[ %Belf^ and put on the gannents of the true faith ; when 
i % name too shall be changed, for that of Joseph, seeing 
. ftouhast fled from thy wife even as the son of Israel did 

hum the wife of Potiphar.' " 

«Ha, ha, ha !" I laughed, springing from my seat, and 
giving Snubbs a blow upon the back that almost forced 
llim &om his chair,— << By all that's beautiful ! had the 
Son. of Israel looked like thee, thou freckled little lump of 
Chastity, he had found no need to go without his cIosJk!" 
Hie apostate Malachi, who had commenced his nar- 
rative with fJaci^ty, ahd, from an idea that the attention I 
paid to his blasphemous hypocrisy was serious, had cpA- 
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tinned to speak throughout, with a warmth that conyf 

his usually vulgar language into something decent 

the reader must hare observed,) now grew sulky, 

refused to proceed. 

«<Come, come, Father Joseph,'^ I said, patting 

back of twelve inches' breadth, as I would the head 

child, or the flanks of a puppy, — " we are new 

touching on the very part I want to hear. Fneei 

you please.^ But Malachi-Joseph sat unmoved, hisk 

lip protruded like a flogged schoolboy's. How diffi 

flrom his conduct at the Bull ! But, then, he was a t 

in cover ; now, he felt his character stood before me 

pletely naked. 

I saw I must take another course. " Now heai 
Mr. Malachi Snnbbs—M>r whatever else the devil has 
pleased to call you. You are acting, sir, a most al 
part, considering before whom the farce is played, 
you suppose I brought you home with me, merely fo 
pleasure of hearing you insult the majesty of your ft. 
and make a jest of the mysteries of his religion ? C 
sir, let us deal plainly together. I know more of 
private life than yon are well aware of ; but I wil 
make it a means to force from you the information I ' 
—it is my intention to pay, and pay liberally, for an} 
vices you may render me." 

^ « WeU, Mr. Levis," said little Malachi, somewhat 
ened, <' it is not my fault that you wouldn't heai 
when I was going on so nicely. — ^What shall I te£ 
now, sir?" 

« You remember, Mr. Snubbs, that when we 
you had just left a gentleman's house. Is it the \ 
of Don Gaspar de Mulo ?" 

"No, sir ; but of a gentleman whose daughter 
Gaspar is soon to marry." 

« I know as much, — ^1 have merely asked in ord 
lead to another question. Tell me, have you muc 
fluence with the family ?" 
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. ^ftaijed be the Lord, they see my virtues. Sister — 
laeaD, Donna Melindrosa holds me as the q>ple ef her 
P; and Don Cesar cannot do a moment without me, — I 
BJeve he'd rather part with aU his slaves." 
^^ And the young lady V* 

M)» the young lady is still giddy, for she's but a child ; 
Dthtt heart is in a seeking way— —that is," (quickly 
flSed Malachif ashamed that he had forgotten his apoeu 
^,) '* I hope, by the aid of our Blessed Lady," (cross. 
|| hunaelf,) *' she may yet do well." 

** Admirable. — ^Now, listen, Mr. Snubbs. I believe 
M, air, to be the most infernal scoundrel in the whole 

^tain-generalship of Caraccas: Turn down thy 

leoAnat head. Father Joseph, — ^you make me laugh, when 

la open your eyes so widely : But we must sometimes 

El a dirty thi^g when our necessities urge us. You see 
p purse. It is small, but richly lined. Do what I wish 
ob» and the purse is yours." 
^^*But» Mr. Levis, yeu forget my sacred character." 
"''"No, sk, I do not ; nor do I forget your partiality to 
■■nonary funds, and admiration for lady's ornaments. 
&w can you play the fool so seriously ! Can you not 

£with me as plainly, as I do with you ? I tell you, sir, 
>w you to be a rascal, and I believe myself to be an 
inest man ; — Shall we make a bargain together ?" 
.The priest looked gloomy. " If you don't believe in 
gr honesty, Mr. Levis, why will you trust me ? I see no 
mm! it can do you to insult me in this manner." 
«*WeD, sir, perhaps you are right. I will cease my 
tmae, if you will lay aside your hypocrisy. I would deal 
iffayou openly. I trust nothing to your honesty ; but I 
ribe your interest. — I wish you, sir, to take a letter from 
to to the daughter of Don Cesar. You stare. It is, I 
knowledge, asking you to turn traitor to your patron, 
oo Gaspar ; but that's of little importance ; you have 
ready turned traitor to your God for the sake of money, 
id for^his treachery I will pay you to your heart's con- 
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tent. Carry the letter safely, and do whaterer else I 
shall bid you, and that purse shall be made any 
you ask, I care not what, provided it be within the 
of what I can afford. But play me false^ and— ! 
will find, perhaps, I have more power to harm you 
you imagine. Will you do it, or not ? — ^Don Gaspar 
not reward you so liberally as I will, if you serve me truly 
Don Gaspar cannot punish you so cruelly as I can, iff 
dare betray me. — Speak out, sir ! Drop your half-saini 
mask, and show the devil at once. — Quick ! Will y 
serve me ?" 

** If you will promise one thing." 

" And what is that, sir ?" 

*^ That the letter contains nothing against the 
spiritual welfare.'* 

^* O, fool to the last ! Well, I promise you — it shaU 
upon a point that wholly concerns her fiiture happi 
— ^Now, are you willing ?" 

"Yes,'' answered the priest — ^but very sulkily, 
deed, I had goaded him beyond bearing, — and most 
ishly, to say the least of my conduct ; but my impal 
temper could not brook to be trifled with by so black' 
villain. 

" Well then," I said, my good-humour returning at 
concession, « I'll retire for a few moments to the n 
room, and write the letter. You can amuse yo 
holy Father, by counting your beads, or your money." 

When I returned, the priest received me with a smile 
satisfaction, which at the time merely gave me surprise, 
though it should have excited my suspicions, coming tf I 
it did from one of his character, one too who had suchi 
good reason to hold me in mortal hatred. 

I handed him the letter. " I know," I said, " the dafr 
ger I incur by thus confiding in you, — the lover of 
Beatriz is an Andalusian, and her father is scarcely less 
to be dreaded ; but I have no other resource, for my ob« 
ject can be attained only through your agency. It i^ 
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or, to induce the «eitartte to grant me a private, and im 
fidintn interview^ and you must add your influence tom} 
Mtreades, promising to sanction this step by being pre- 
Mnt— Tes^ I mean it— you must be present at our inter- 
; for I'm confident l^e young lady, impetuous though 
is, will not so far forget the respect due to herself as 
(o meet me ahme— -nor do I wish she should." 
•*But, Mr. Levis — are you known to— that is — " 
*' Sufficientlv. Don't trouble yourself about that, Mr. 

Skiubb*.*' 

<' Then, sir, you needn't fear. The sehorita shall meet 
3r<m— and that as soon as I can arrange the matter. — I'll 
let you know when, to-morrow morning, Mr. Levis,'* 
Udded Malachi, softening his voice as though he were 
hpftaking to a friend he dearly loved and respected. 
^ I led the priest to the door. As we were about to part, 
Ltook his hand, and, facing him, said impressively, ^* My 
safety, sir, is now in your hands. To one that hates me 
Wm you must — JPeace ! ho more foolery. To one, I say; 
Hmt hates me as bitterly as you do, the temptation is strong 
gp l^tray the trust ; but let your avarice keep you honest, 
WpBC I give you my honour, that, if you please me, I shall 
tliink no recompense too great that a man in my circum- 
jttances can afford. And — ^mark my last words, sir ! I 
Wgn not of a revengeful temper ; but, by the God that 
IBPttde us both, if you dare deceive me, I will wreak such 
"vengeanceon your head, that you shall wish you had staid 
in England and met there the punishment of your vil- 
liinyr 

** You needn't fear me," answered the apostate, with 
* strange smile^ — " I'll serve you even better than you 
wish.— -Good night, Mr. Levis." 

"Sweet visions to you, beautiful Joseph." 
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CHAPTER V. 

0| I ub: spoird, undone by rfllains: 
€ive me lome belp. 

Othello. 

The apostate Snubbs was faithful to his promise. H^ 
came the next day to inform me that all things were ar^ 
ranged for the interview with Beatriz, which would taker 
place that very night, as soon as the fall of darknetf 
should render the step sufficiently safe. For this par-; 
pose he had engaged an Indian and his wife to leave theirj 
hut for an hour, in return for a few worthless relics, whoav j 
influence with the superstitious i*ace the holy father knew] 
well enough to save his pocket other coin. Besides him«l 
self, Beatriz would be attended by her two maid-servantSyj 
who were wholly devoted to the interests of their yoangl 
mistress ; and she had ipade it her particular requeflC^ 
that, if I had a servant in whose honesty I could confide, 
I would bring him with me, — as thus, in case any unto- 
ward circumstance should occur to betray our intercourse, 
her character might not suffer. — How my Mercury came 
to deliver the latter part of his message, from Beatriz, so 
faithfully, is a subject of wonder, as the Reader will very 
soon acknowledge. It can only be accounted for by 
supposing, that, as the headof the evangelical go-between 
was an exception to all scientific principles, the angle of 
incidence, which a ray of light might drop upon his braio* 
was ialways more than equal to the angle of reflection. 

At sunset, then, I proceeded to the bank of the Man- 
zanares,* attended by my servant Juan, a freedman, 

* The Reader will observe that in thist as in the Book preceding, I have wfUti 
both him and myself any further description of the country wliere the scenes •>* 
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bose head and heart, though closed in a vessel of black 
uth, would have done honour to the whitest clay. I 
und, of course, that the other party was not not yet ar- 
ired. Therefore, acting with the wisdom all men dis- 
ay on such occasions, I did the best I could to unman my 
3rves, and unfit myself completely for the approaching 
terview, by fancying how the lady would behave, and 
rming regular plans of speech and action, which would 
tsuredly be found missing the very moment they were 
come into use. Luckily, however, for my impatience, 
e night in this climate does not keep one waiting long 
I comings when the sun has once retired, but seems to 
Burch upon him without its usual forerunner, twilight, 
ery soon after I had taken my station, the few pink 
[>uds that rested motionless on the horizon, scarcely to 
distinguished, in their fleecy lightness, from the portion 
the sky before whose glowing beauty they appeared in 
int relief, lost all their colour, or assumed a darker hue ; 
Q unsullied azure of the rest of the heavens grew deeper 
d deeper tn its shade : then the stars came forth, in 
inber and brightness never known to northern climes ; 
Ilions of fire-flies sparkled in the air ; while the gloom 
night, descending thicker, wrapped in terrour the giant 
rms of the trees which crowded the luxuriant banks of 
3 Manzanares. For many minutes, that seemed, of 
urse, as though they never would have end, I walked 
and down the little garden of the hut, rapt in thoughts 



I than is absola ely necessary ; for I suppose him to have sufficient knowledge 
geography to follow me without confusion. I would as soon think of giving 
1 a description of our own London, where probably he was born and bred, as 
eking out my narrative by tiresome sketches which could beao much bettor 
friied by a book of travels. If be have ever been at Cumana, I am not willing 
Bdulge bim in the innocent propensity, inherent in our natures, for killing 
maiming what is free and happy, by throwing open my fields and bidding 
I hunt for inaccuracies : if he have not, I am well pleased that I have now 
omKMtunity of recommending to his perusal that delightful work, the Per- 
lal Narrative of the truly illustrious Humboldt. — Perhaps, after all, before he 
ceeds any further with this " Life," he had better turn to some Encyclo- 
lia. A quarto page or two will furnish him with all the information re- 
isite. 

hie thing however it is absolutely necessary for him to remember, with re- 
4 to tha populaiion of Cumana, viz. : that though the Creoles are but little 
icatedj all travellers have borne testimony to their natural acuteness. 
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whose excitement might scarcely be called plea8aiil,yet p 
with nothing to divert me from their agitalmg inflaoMe; 
for Juan was too valaable a servant thai I should spoil hift 
by unnecessary conyenatron, and there was no sound t» 
break the stillness of the evening, save the scream of dw 
carrion-vultures, as they swept over the arid plaios of 
Oumana in search of their loathsome food, or the occa* 
sional spouting of the dolphins as they rose in play to the 
surface of the river, — and pleasant though it is to count 
the stars, when one is in the mood for contemplatien, yet 
to the lover waiting for his mistress-awaiting too to meet 
her for the first time ! though heaven itself should open to 
display its wonders, there would be little beauty in tbe 
prospect. 

Presently Juan came running up to me. *< I hear them 
coming, sir," he said, in the whisper one naturally as* 
sumes under such circumstances, even when there is oo ^ 
occasion for secrecy. 

" Ah ? Hush ! I do not hear them, Juan." 

" No ? Listen now, sir. — There, you can hear them 

distinctly. Blessed St. Francis ! there they are ! Look, 

sir, — a little to your right, — one, two, three — three fe- 
males, and a little man with them ! They are coming, sir! 
they are coming !" 

" Yes, I see them now ! I see them !— But, Juan- 
look ; they are all dressed alike, all like slaves ; and the 
little man is not a priest. O God! when will they 
come ]" 

"Ah, senor," said my servant, half laughing, "yoa j 
haven't learned to see through the dark as I have* | 
Notice, sir, the one in the middle, how erect she holds 
herself, — and then, she seems to glide along the ground, 
while the others swagger, and tread heavily. And look 
at the man, sir ! no one walks like Father Joseph." 

He was right. The party was now within three or fofli" 
yards of the cabin, and the stars shone so intensely bright) |: 
TNo one can conceive their lustre, whn hns nAVAr seefl ii 
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them shine but in our dull climate !) that I could plainly 
^tinguish the particulars which the eagle eye of Juan, or 
nther his acute observation, had discovered with such 
■mgular quickness. Where now were the fine speeches 
ihad so carefully prepared ! All ceremony forgotten in 
ihe peculiar excitement of the moment, I rushed from 
the hut. *' Beatriz !" And the beautiful girl was pressed 
1o my bosom. 

• For a few seconds I held her in my embrace. Then 
fieatriz gently released herself, and bashfully depressing 
]ier head upon her breast, said, in a voice whose feminine 
yet deep tones, (deep from the sonorousness of the lan- 
guage to whose music they were struck,) thrilled to my 
very heart, — " Sencw:, I fear I have lessened myself in 
your eyes, by complying so readily with your request ; 
\nt the persuasions of this holy priest, and — and the rea- 

sons you have urged " 

"Yes!" I exclaimed, interrupting my mistress in the 
only words I had yet heard her utter, and breaking at 
«Dce into the language of passion, — from that impetuosi. 
ly of my temper, which even in ordinary cases was fre- 
quently hurtful to the interests I should most cherish, and 
invariably where the heart was concerned drove me 
headlong into folly, — " Yes, circumstanced as' we are, 
Beatriz, (pardon the freedom — this is no time for cere- 
mony,) what other resource is left us than this? The 

reasons I have urged O, do not speak so coldly ! If 

you feel as I do, you will think no time, no place, can be 
meeter than the present, for hearts like ours, Beatriz, that 
would shiver in the cold constraint of ceremony. Is it 
not fittest thus, when the bright stars are out in heaven, 
the only light for lovers, to shine upon our meeting, 
and the stillness that reigns on all things round seems 
meant for our whispers, — is it not fittest thus, at such an 
hour, in such a scene, my Beatriz, that I should repeat, 
for the firsttime with my lips, what my eyes have so often 
dared to tell you ? that I should pour forth all the passion 

22* 
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of a heart warm as any that glows in your own cUmate? 
that I should offer, as I do now, all that I have to give, my 
heart, my band, my home ? ■ O, love," I added, u I 
drew her to my bosom, " my own, dear, dearest Beatm! 
speak the word you know I wish-— one, little' word ) let , 
me hear from your own bright lips that I have not been 
too confident — that I am not now too bold !" ' 

The young Creole was evidently not displeased at a 
warmth that evinced, on the part of her lover, sometkiog 
of sympathy with her own passionate nature ; for the 
hand I held, small and soft as ever woman owned, grew 
hotter and hotter, and the bosom pressed to mine beat [ 
more and more tumultuously : but, as I listened for the ' 
voice I fondly hoped would murmur all I asked, Joseph \ 
thrust in his holy word. i 

" My children," said the little patriarch, " you forget 
you may be caught, if you stand out here without cover. 
You had better go in the hut I've made all ready foryoUr 
or the Virgin only knows what may come of it," 

<* Let us go in," whispered Beatiiz. Accordingly I 
led her into the hut ; though, at the moment, I believe 1 
could have trodden, with pleasure, on the w(Mrm that had 
thus crawled between me and my happiness. 

The Indian cabin was divided, by a thin partition made 
of clay and reeds, into two little apartments. In the 
more remote of these, on a rough wooden table, stood a 
small lamp, fed with oil of the cocoanut shell ; and its 
clear bluish flame cast a few rays of light, through the 
doorless opening in the partition, into the other apart- 
ment. Though at the time I did not notice any pecu- 
liarity in the arrangement of these articles, I now remem- 
ber well, that the lamp was made to yield a smaller body 
of flame than it might have done, and the table so placed, 
that the light, issuing diagonally from the inner division 
of the hut, illuminated merely an angle of the outer di- 
vision, the whole remaining portion of the latter being 
thuis thrown completely into shade.— The priest directed 
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Jata to stand in the inner apartment, with his badk to- 
wards usy anticipating in this the orders I myself intended 
Id give, though, as the reader will shortly perceive, 
tkrougfa a motive very different from mine, which was 
Berely to save Beatriz the embarrassment she would feel 
from the direct presence of my attendant. The rest of 
ug Malachi took care to station in the lighted comer I 
kave mentioned, the two maid-servants behind their mis- 
tress^ while he himself occupied the entrance of the hut, 
to guard against surprize, as he said — though with a laugh 
that was meant to imply that his real motive was a polite, 
good-humoured wish not to play the spy upon our actions* 

When the moment's interruption these little arrange - 
Bents caused was over, I took the hand of Beatriz, and 
resumed the subject of my passion. "You have not yet 
uswered me, dearest. Why," I said, " if this silence do 
aot augur ill to the hopes I have dared to cherish, the 
hopes I even now advance, why keep back the word that 
would crown them with fruition and make me the happi- 
iit of men ? But if, indeed, I be deceived, if my vanity 
kive only led me into folly, O, if you have come hither 
merely to mock me " 

** Holy Mary, senor ! .you are too impetuous. You 
cannot, you do not believe " 

"My own Beatriz!" I exclaimed with rapture, not 
suffering the fair Creole to conclude the sentence, — and 
I kissed, again and again, the little hand I held. " Now 
then, mine as you are in word, complete the blessing, 
and make me so in deed. This priest stands ready to 
onite us,— one minute makes you all my own, — and then — 
dien, love ! we may laugh at the power——" 

"O, no !-— no ! it is being too precipitate. I dare not, 
still more for your sake, senor, than mine own. You 
know not, you cannot know, what would be the conse- 
quences of so rash a step !" 

"Yes !" eagerly exclaimed the devil's throat of Mala- 
chi, " the Senorita is right. It would bring upon you — " 
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<< Silence, sir ! — ButBeatriz, Icare not for the conse* 
quences — for myself, — and for you ! methinka^ while I 
fold you thus to my heart, I could guard this little fonn 
against a world of foes. You know how faint a shadow 
of authority your laws give a parent over the person uf 
his child, especially in cases of marriage :* you know 
that the mere acknowledgment before this priest, that 
we wed each other, were sufficient ceremony, in the eyes 
of all Cumana ; but, for your sake, we will do more; You 
shall go home with me, — there I will force this man to 
unite us, — and then, if this be not enough, we will fly 
together, dear Beatriz, to my own, free England, where 
no arm can reach us " 

.<< Hush!" said Beatriz, in a low whisper of alarmr 
while she laid 'her hand on mine, and looked timidly 
around the cabin. I turned quickly about. Malachi had 
left his post. " Beware of that priest, senor," she con- 
tinued, — << there is something about him I do not like. 
Even now, while you were speaking, my maids assured 
me they heard familiar voices whispering behind them 
without the walls of the hut. There is surely some 
danger at hand. Call in your servant, senor, — O, do, iot 
my sake ! and let us begone. Some other night, per- 
haps, — " She was silent. 

" Fear not, Beatriz," I replied, pressing her hand, that 
trembled now from terrour, — " the priest will soon return. 
I know him well : — he is even worse than your harsh- 
est thoughts can make him ; but he dares not betray 
us, — ^for he dreads my vengeance. — No, love, no time i» 

like the present. 1 have my fears too ; and, O ! they 

are worse than yours. I fear — that, if we suffer thi 
precious opportunity to pass unused, some accident may 
step between us and the next that may offer, and we 
shall both bo rendered miserable for our whole lives. 
No, my Beatriz, let us take advantage of the pre- 



* They bave since been altered^ if I remember rightly. 
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howtf and put ourselves beyond the reach of 
Xkice mine, my beloved, what hand can snatch 
70a from me ! For Don Caspar, Andalusian though he 
i% I care not ; for your father— —Hear me, love. Your 
ftther is a Spaniard, of America, — jealous of his unmixed 
lilood, and proud of his descent. The husband he has 
^^osen for you has every qualification Don Cesar looks for 
in aaon-in-law; — he is a native Spaniard, a man of family, 
md, moreover, reputed rich. What chance have i beside 
Um, in open competition ? But, let the church make us 
<ilie, sweet Beatriz, and then, when parental interference 
<t«i be of no avail, I will find the means to reconcile your 
ftther to our union. — Say, shall it not be as I wish, dear- 
W? Thus, with this warm kiss, I plight thee my own 
Irae fiuth* O, lean your head upon my breast, beloved, 
iDd murmur, in return, the little word that makes us one 
fcr ever !" The hot blood of the young Creole was urg- 
ing her to yield ; but, at the very moment when the kisses 
I ventured to repeat upon her burning brow, and cheeks, 
ttd lips, had filled her veins with passion even fiercer 
dm mine own, the priest returned to his station, and 
toiTour drove back the word for whose sound I thirsted. 

** O see !" she whispered low, but earnestly, " he is 
standing once more at the door, — ^yet no one heard his 
iteps as he returned. There is something strange in this 
behaviour. Mother of Christ ! he beckons with his hand 
to flome one f We are hfttrayed*" 

^Hush, Beatriz!" I answered, in alike whisper, *«or 
he will hear you." I looked cautiously towards the en- 
tnoce of the hut. There appeared to be no cause for 
ilarm ;— the diminutive figure of the priest was dimly 
seen, standing motionless, just within the wall. " Your 
fears, and the darkness of that side of the cabin, have de- 
ceived you, love. — But why will you- thus wander firom 
the subject to which I had led you ? O, if you felt but 
one spark of the passion which burns within my bosom, 
you would have no thought, no sight, no hearing, 
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save for it alone ! Let us not waste these precious mo* 
ments ! moments we may one day, sigh in vain, to ha?e 
return ! — Let me hut know that you are mine indissola- 
bly, and I shall be contented, Beatriz, secured firom tbe 
only evil I have now to dread on earth." 

" No, it must not be, — we are both too rash, — ^I fear no 
good can come from such a step*-so strangely sudden- 
I must leave you now. Come, Bona, Felipa," (to the 
slaves) ^< we must be going. O do not detain my band, 
senor ! I dare not stay, — indeed, indeed, I dare not!" 

<< And will you leave me thus, Beatriz ? thus? Unkind! 
to hold the fruit before my very lips, and snatch it from 

me ! Promise me, then, that you will own no other 

love than mine I Swear — O, swear it to me ! — that 
whatever may threaten, no human power shall force yoa 
to retract the faith you have this night partly given !" 

" I swear — before my God — my hand, my heart, 
shall own no other lord than you !" 

<< Harlot !" cried a voice at the door, with bitter empha- 
sis, (using, however^ the coarsest epithet the Castilian 
tongue can furnish,) and a man, taller and larger than the 
priest, rushed into the hut. I had just time to spring be- 
fore him, and intercept, in my own bosom, the stab of a 
poniard aimed at the heart of Beatriz. 

Such was the violence of the blow that I was dashed to 
the floor. Juan, alarmed at once at the voice of the as- 
sassin, the shrieks of the wom«o, and tho noise of my 
fall, came running in to my aid, with the lamp ; but, the 
moment he saw my situation, he set the lamp upon the 
ground, and, without utteiing a word, was about to pursue 
the villains, ( — for the priest had disappeared with the 
man that struck the blow.) " Stay, Juan, stay!" I cried, 
detaining him by his clothes, " it can do no good, — and I 

need O ! I am very faint." The faithful black, whose 

attachment had at first shown itself in a very natural de- 
sire for revenge, now recalled to his better judgment, 
knelt down beside me, and raised me in his arms. Then 
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I saw that Beatriz had fainted. " O, look to the lady^ 
•Juan! never mind me." My servant, however, acting 
Tery properly under these circumstances, refused to com- 
^, merely directing the attendants of Beatriz to a comer 
tfthe inner apartment, where stood one of those common 
vessels of clay made hy the Indian women of Cumana, 
I'lule he continued to bandage my wound with a skilful- 
nesB that would have done honour to the oldest thorough - 
Imd surgeon, and a tenderness that would have disgraced 
tke youngest student that takes lessons at the slaughter- 
iioase of St. Bartholomew's. 

By means of the water, found in the vessel, Beatriz 
was recovered ; but, instead of relapsing, wjien she saw 
me before her covered with blood, she seemed to lose all 
sense of weakness, and, springing from the arms of her 
servants, threw herself on the hard clay beside me, and 
broke into passionate exclamations of grief and endear- 
meat, interrupted by imprecations on the murderer, as she 
called Don Gaspar, and the priest who had betrayed us 
kto his power, while, again and again, she kissed with 
ardour my hands, and forehead, and lips, mingling tears 
vith her caresses. — ^This conduct, though, at the time, 
owing to the sickness and pain occasioned by my wound, 
it affected me but little,* oflen recurred on my memory 
during my convalescence, and proved not the least effica- 
cious of unguents. 

When her transports were somewhat abated, Beatriz 
turned her thoughts to the helplessness of my situation. 



* Love in romances rises superior to tbe debiUty of sicIcnesB, or tlie sharp 
afony of a sudden wound ; but, in real life, it is chained, like every other feeling; 
or the mind, for ever to the body,— strong in the latter*s strength, impotent in 
its weaknessL Sorrow, and the sense of guilt, as I have shown before, affect it 
lot, except to increase its power, — for they too are feelings of the mind ; but sap 
the bote's vigour, and make its nerves irritable, or rack it with sharp pains, — no 
mauet whether your agent bu slow disease, or famine, or the knife,-— and whero 
is tliiB brilliant rainbow that spans the lurid heaven of man's life of storms t 
whore this mighty lever that has overthrown whole empires, at a woman's smile, 
and built up others on their salt-sown ruin»? O, go watch the pretty bubblen 
blown by chUdren ! beautiful in colours, perfect in their form,— but oroken by the 
Arst waU they encounter in their easy voyage, or by the capricious touch of the 
very urchin uat gave them creation. 
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*<0! is there nothing that can be done f<» him?" 
asked, ''nothing?" 

** Yes, madam," replied my servant, to whom the qii< 
tion had been particalarly addressed; '<If my 
thinks it will do to leave him now, I can nm to the toi 
and bring back with me two coloured men and a litter, 
know the men, — they may be trusted." 

" Go, then," I said : '' But hire three instead of two^ 
and let one of them be well armed — as likewise yourself. . 

And remember, Juan, — the greatest secrecy is to 

be observed. Secure it at any cost." 

''It shall be done, sir." And Juan left the cabin,— j 
first removing the lamp to the inner apartment, that its • 
light might not betray our situation, and stationing one of 
the female -servants, as a kind of sentinel, at the door. 

During the whole time of his absence, Beatriz sat, in 
unbroken silence, on the cold floor, holding my head 
against her throbbing bosom; nor would she suffer the 
slieive, that stood by, to render her the least assistance. 
Now and then I would feel her hot tears drop Aipon my 
cheek, or the sofl pressure of her lips upon my forehead^ 
— and suffering was, for the moment, lost in pleasure at 
these proofs of her affection. Though the light was dim, 
I saw her beauty, — ^though she spoke not, I heard her 
breathe my name. 

Juan returned, having accomplished his object. As 
he helped the men to lay me in the litter, he said» 
"You've been very fortunate, sir. I was afraid the 
owners of the hut would return, while I was gone, and 
prove troublesome ; but I met them on the way, and sent 
them off happy with a bit of silver, — ^for, poor creatures ! 
they'll do any thing for liquor." 

, " But these men whom you have hired— may I rely on 
their honesty ?" 

" I would answer for it, as for my own, senor. — More- 
over, I have told them, that,if any body should inquire what 
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ttey cany, they are merely to answer, ' A sick gentle- 
Wn.' " 

^ "Then take the third man widi you, and attend this 
P^y home.^ 

L Beatriz, who was standing heside the litter, with one 

Pittle hand clasped fondly in a hand of mine, (for no other 

Kght now shone upon us than that of the stars,) hegan to 

leraonstrate. " Hush, Beatrix," I said, in a low voice, 

-"'this arrangement is absolutely necessary. We must 

fart now for your sake. — I have had my servant, and 

the man that accompanies him, armed expressly to guard 

«f ou agaiflst the recurrence of the dangers you have just 

^:e8caped ^ for, though the disguise you wear will conceal 

'you in the city, it is unsafe in the open plain, and would 

prove the very means of betraying you, should the villains 

: happen to be lurking near your path. — Farewell, for a 

ifew days, dearest, — I am but very little hurt — but very 

SBtUe,— farewell.'' 

Beatriz leaned over me. " I shall hear from you often 

r«very day?" I pressed her hand, in reply. — She bent 

^ her head still lower down to mine. " Now, then," she 

-whispered, " I am yours forever. Ask what you will, ask 

Lidien you will,— I grant it all. If you live, I will own 

: ao other home than yours, my beloved ; if—" (her voice 

grew faint — ^but I felt her breath close breathing on my 

^ cheek) " if you die, — life no longer will have charms for 

Beatriz." And fixing her burning lips on mine, with one, 

lingering, kiss of passion, the young impetuous Creole 

withdrew her hand, and sprang from the side of the litter. 
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Ton may tnln the eagle 

To atoop to your fist ; 
Or yon may inveigle 

The pheniz of the catt ; 
The lioness, ye may move lier 

To give o'or her prey ; 
But yoQ*ll ne'er stop a lover : » 

He will find oat his way. 

•PsR(nr*8 ROiqm. 



« Ha ! Why what the devil is all this ?" was the gefr 
tlemanly salutation of Dr. Henry Smith, as he waddkiL 
up to my bed's aide. "Here, I've just been visiting I j 
little girl, who has gone stark mad with dreaming if | 
bloody men and bandages, and now I find you onyotf 
back again, the very fulfilment of the vision ! By th» 
pestle of Paracelsus ! * thou art the man !' " 

<' O ! is Beatnz iH ?" 

«< O ! is Beatriz ill ?" whmed the Doctor, with a nfr 
mickry so ludicrous that I was almost forced to lau^ 
*' So ! thou art the man indeed ! Why — thou must be a 
compound of more philtres and love-charms than figure 
in ^e Idylls of Theocritus ! Polyphemus would haw 
pounded tiiee in a mortar, and drunk thy extract at a 

dose !" 

« G — ! you'll drive me mad !" 

" Mad ! Egad ! the devil, or something else, has done 
that already. Why, thou spawn of Venus ! twin tadpok 
of blind Cupid ! thou Eros and Anteros combined in the 
person of one little Englishman ! Surely, thou wast drop* 
ped in the dog-star, — there fashioned for the use a 
breeches by a supplement of legs, — then dandled on thi 
paps of Aphrodite, diapered with plaisters of Spaniil 
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and didst suck eringoes for thy nourishment ! O, 
! embrace thee, thou wonderful conception! thou 
little demigod ! 

s was carrying the burlesque rather too far, I 
lit. << You forget, sir, that I am wounded. I thought 
for a surgeon, or physician, not a buffoon." 
hey are all of one species, I believe, sir," answered 
octor gravely. — Come, I beg your pardon, Jerry. 
ill now look to your case. Here, Juan, bring the 
L little nearer." 
:ay. First, tell me. Smith, — is Beatrix indeed so 

^y, what the devil should I know about your Bea- 
! — ^Nay, man, if you are so touchy, I must tell you 
e, to prevent inflammation of yotir wound. — This 
then, — ^whatever may be your concern with her,—- 
eatriz, whose name you lisp so dolefully, the sole 
ter and heir of that magnificent personage, Don 
■Rolando Sublimidad de Zancos, was lately suffer- 
der a fit of hysterics, but now, by the timely ap- 
on of vinegar, etc., from the hands of Henry Smith, 
(Morhorum Decurio,) is doing as well as her hot 
vill let her, — said Smith having left her quite in cu- 
r order." 

ihould think, Dr. Smith, that friendship, not to say 
on decency, might teach you not to trifle thus wiUi 
3lings. I don't see any thing, sir, to make you so 
lely pleasant." 

or I. either, Jerry, — except it be joy that my friend 
s more about to part with his fat to line a petticoat, 
ally, my dear Levis, the truth is this : — Your mes- 
', after hunting for me through half the town, comes 
1 Cesar's, all blowing and sweating, and begs me 
I love of God to hasten to your aid. Knowing you 
t quite such a fool, as to send for the doctor because 
lead aches, or your bowels are musical, I am seri- 
alarmed, and run hither as though this puncheon 
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belly of mine were nothing but a quartev-pae^, expeetingto 
be sure to find you in your last agonies^ — and, behold! 
this mighty danger turns out to be a miserable little scratclh 
caught in some love frolic ! for, let me tell you, my 
frowning friend, that, were the wound of any importance, 
(that is, supposing these bandages mark the spot,) you 
would have bled to death by this time, or, at least, be not 
quite so anxious about Miss Beatriz. Psha ! I don't be- 
lieve there's any necessity for removing these rags,— H 
^lU soon scar over, take my word for it." 

" You may laugh, if you please, Dr. Smith ; — « He jests 
at scars, that never felt a wound ;' — but my servant can 
tell you, that, at first, I was so deadly sick he was obliged 
to support me in his arms ; and now, 'besides the soreness 
of the hurt itself, I feel as though all strength were taken 
from me." 

'< O, the suddenness of the injury made you sick at first, 
— and^so I have known a man to throw up all his dinner |^ 
from being struck in his soup tureen ; and as for your 
weakness — look at your clothes, — do you think any 
man can lose so much blood without losing strengdil 
though, I know, most doctors think differently. — How- j^ 
ever, we'll now go to work, without any more talk about 

the matter.^ Here, Juan, — ^bring the light again. 

There ; hold it at my right hand. Blockhead [ I didn't 
tell you to stick it under my nose, — ^it's red enough, with- 
out your setting fire to it. — So. There ! — there ! 

Why, the devil, Juan! did you tie these handkerchief 
on ? Where did you learn the art, heh ? — By the tur- 
banned head of Avicenna, they're put on as well as I 
could do it myself! — beautiful ! it's almost a pity to take 
them off. So. Here, take hold of this end. There — 
easy, easy •— ah ! Now let's examine it. Blood 

and wounds, Jerry ! what a lucky dog you are ! You've 
had a most beautiful escape ; — it's really a pleasure to look 
at such a stab. Here's a hole running, ta a depth of 
some five or six inchesi on the safe side of the ribs, wi 
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AToiding every part of importance as nicely as if the road 
bad been measured out ! I swear I don't believe it varies 
a bair's breadth from a right line, except according to the 
^ape of the weapon! Just as if Death had thought of 
foraging in the fields of your vitals, and then had changed 
hifl mind and sneaked along the hedge ! Take comfort to 
yourself, Jeremy Levis, you were not bom to die by a 
dirk, whatever other agent of four letters may give you 
your quietus." 

<< Doctor Smith," I exclaimed, quite angry at the indif- 
ference with which he spoke of my injury, — << I have 
always thought you, sir, a man of some feeling, notwith- 
standing your roughness, and, with all your eccentricities, 
possessed of a certain share of sense ; but I now see you 
are both a brute and an ass." 

" That shows how much you know of natural history," 
Yeplied the doctor, perfectly composed. (Indeed, it was 
not a trifle that could destroy his good humour.) << I sup. 
pose, Mr Hot-head, you would call it vastly amiable, as 
well 86 sensible, if I had first frightened you by big words 
and portentous shakings of the head, and then proceeded 
to my proper business, instead of doing as I have done, 
handling the wound at once, and, at the same time, endea- 
vouring to divert your attention by my nonsense." 
"A very pretty diversion, truly." 
" Certainly — ^it was a diversion in your favour. — But, 
Lord G — ! what a d ■ d rascal this ruffian of your's 
must be ! He must have driven his weapon up to the 
hut, — and that, with right good will ; for see, here's the 
blue marii of his fist upon your breast ! just above the lips 
of the wound. (Put your finger here, Juan.) I don't 
wonder you feel so sore. It's only surprising the fellow 
didn't bury hilt, fist, and all, in your vitals. (That will 
do>) There, sir, — ^you're as snug as you need to be. 
■ And now, that I have done my duty as surgeon, I 
am going to play the comforter, (Some water, Juan, ^nd 
a towel, for my bands), lest your bad temper play the 

23* 
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devil with your flesh. Jeremy Levis, — I have something 
to tell you of your lady, that shall " 

" Have you ! What is it, Harry V 

" O ho ! Harry, now ! brute and ass no longer ! Dam- 
me, I've a great mind not to tell you, to punish you for 

your pettishness* However, — But first, I must know 

every particular of your connexion with this dear lump 
of clay. (Juan, my lad, wipe those instruments very 
clean.)" ♦• 

" Smith, you're the most unfeeling !" 

" Out with it, man ! brute, But, seriously, Jerry,— 

I can't tell my story as I should, unless you first do as I 
say." 

It had been useless to contend with him ; so I gave 
the Doctor a sketch of what the Reader has already 
learned in detail. When I had finished, 

"Upon my soul!" exclaimed the stomach-cleaner, 
bursting into a fit of laughter, " you beat the devil ! Here 
have I, — a man of my parts, who could stuff a dozen 
such shrimps as you in his belly, — ^ been rolling up and 
down this city of fire, for nearly two years, and no^ 
squeezed so much as a sigh from even a negro-wench,— 
yet you, though you've not been here a twelvemonth, 
have managed to gain the affections of the most beautiful 
girl in all Cumana, and get poniarded in her defence in 
the bargain ! Fiddlesticks and women's whimsies ! why 
you're but six years younger than I am, man, and not 
half so handsome as you used to be." 

" That may be. Doctor Smith," said I, by no means 
relii^ing his candour ; " and you are twice as ugly." 

" Ha, ha, ha !" roared the jolly clyster-giver, patting 
his huge paunch, « to be sure I am ! * Non sum quafe 
eram.' And, faith ! I don't cere a fig about it, provided 
I am not so deformed as ta frighten my lady patients.'^ 
That the Reewler may be convinced that my friend w««> 
indeed, no longer the active and powerful Harry Smith (f a 
BOOK I., I will venture to make a fracture in the Doctor^ i 
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iloquence, and describe him in these few words :— • Lei 
he Reader fancy a common copper still to be standing 
3efore him on two legs. The retort will represent the 
Doctor's belly, the receiver his head, and the beak, in 
solour as well as length, his nose. • How such a vessel 
Bould remain, for two years, in the furnace atmosphere 
Df Cumana, without melting or bursting, I cannot con- 
ceive, — except that the retort was never suffered to be- 
come empty, being constantly well provided with all sorts 
of nice articles for distillation. — " But, to return," con- 
tinued the human alembic, '< to you and your Beatrice, 
let me tell you, Mr. Jeremy Levis, it's devilishly lucky 
tor you, you have had to deal with a red-hot Creole ; for, 
if you had honoured an English girl with the modest pro- 
posal of an assignation on such short acquaintance, and 
anointed her so hberally with your kisses, and dipped her 
into your vapour-bath of sighs, and cooings of'-- My own 
hdoned ! Sweetest Beatrix f O love! My ouon, dear, dearest, 
Beatrix ! — why, you had had her brother or father gene- 
irously presenting you with a tincture of lead in return for 
your excessive amiability. O^love! O,****!" 

" Dr. Smith, you're a d d puppy." 

"Mr. Levis, you're a d d ass. Why, if you go on 

at this rate, we shall have the whole process of inflam- 
mation and suppuration begun and ended before I leave ! 
Damme, if you don't stop your tantarums, I'll give you a 
dose of camphor and opium at once, to save trouble ! 
Why, you lump of phosphorus, must you take fire, be- 
cause my voice is not quite so fine as the scraping of cat- 
gut? Puppy, indeed! Faith, I'm dog-weary of your 
currish temper ! Come, man, put a damp towel on the 
eoab of your huge black eyes, and — ^lend thine ear to the 
mttdc of my tale, my own beloved : — Seriously then, it 
that your Dulcinea, the moment she reached home, 
aeiated with hysterics. I, happening to be in the 
house at the time, on a visit to the mother, was called to 
her assistance. By tickling her nose with vinegar, and 
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rubbing her feet, etc. (mnd, bj the by, Jerry, withNl 
jokingy she has the hmndaomest aaked fooCi ever bebddl) 
your mistress recovers. That old fool of a wrinUsi 
prude, her mother, immediately proposes to have in f^ 
ther Joseph to pray with her. Whereupon, Miss Beatikx^ 
-—or Beatriz, as you love to lisp it, breaks into a moi 
outrageous passion, calls down the prettiest little cqimi 
you ever heard on the shaved head of the Padre, dedarei 
that he has plotted against her life with that murdarer 
Don Gaspar de Mulo, throws out dark hints about some 
dear object that is either already dead or -dying for her, 
and finally, dropping herself upon a chair, clasps her 
little hands, ( — they're most excellent matches forber 
feet — ) and, with tears streaming down her beautifiil' 
nose, like the drops of condensed vapour down the beak 
of an alembic, and eyes raised to heaven, like an imio* 
cent lamb's in her last agonies, apostrophizes some thiqg 
or animal, no one knows what, as Iter love, her life, htt 
soul. At all of which. Donna Meliudrosa, Don Cent li 
Sublimidad, and Don Doctor Henrique Smith, were 
exceedingly amazed, — not knowing how to account for it) 
except by supposing she was crazy, or, as her cunning 
wenches took care to insinuate, had been dreaming.— 
Now, mark what followed. Just when I was expecting 
a new edition of convulsions, in comes your message, 
and stops the press ; for, no sooner had the parents po- 
litely hinted their belief that I certainly would not leave 
them at such a moment, than your mistress coolly rose 
from her seat, and begged me, in well chosen terms, not 
to hesitate about leaving her, as the gentleman might be 
very ill, (Think of the little hypocrite !) and she woiiU 
on no account detain me, — no, not on any account* And 
when the sublime Rolando, stretching out his right aim 
towards the wall of the apartment, then slowly flexing it 
till its digital extremities described an oyster*rake upon 
his bosom, begged permission of the Doctor to send the 
English gentleman word, that he, the said English gentle- 
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n, had better employ another squirter, as the aforesaid 
dor could not come, — as much as to say, '' Doctor, 
1 shall not go 1" — the little lady declared, very mildly, 
t it would be of no use, as she felt herself perfectly 
:overed, and was going to bed directly, whether the 
etor stayed or not.—- Now what think you of your 
itrciss's affection ? O ho ! you've found another sort of 
el than anger, to strike fire from the flints of your 
ss^ heh ! If you relish the mere description so much, 
at would you have felt, if you'd beheld the scene itself? 
ly imagine yourself stationed at some peephole, look- 
l directly on the chair where your Dulcinea is seated, 
the deUghtful little creature kicking up her heels in 
or very face, and clasping her delicate hands, while 
r voice, musical as the air which issues from a pippin 
lile roasting, reaches your enraptured ears, O amor 
of Mivida/ Midlma!—r Damme, if I were made 
such inflammable stuff as you are, I should have ex« 
>ded at a single one of those endearing appellations !-— 
I vida ! Gr — ! who can love an English woman afler 
It !— My life /****! Mi vida! 0^1 ^hall go m ad ! 
ihall burst ! Oh, oh !" 

^* Stop, for God's sake, Smith ! your consolations are 
»rse than your tormenting." 

" O, are we so hot ! Faith, if to please you makes you 
18 about still more uneasily than to provoke you, I'll 
tsh my story at once, lest my patient slip through my 
gers in shape of a sigh, or some other squeaking vapour. 
: Come, get yourself ready ; you've as yet had only the 
immed milk,— I'm now going to tickle your palate with 
b cream of the matter :.... Shortly afler my arrival at 
ii place, Don Cesar was taken dangerously ill. All the 
vanish quacks that could be mustered were gathered 
and him, with their swabs and scrapers, to clean out 
» chitnney of his bowels. But they did no good, — 
9 flue smoked worse than ever ; for so thorough were 
D sweepers in their business, doubtless urged by com- 
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petition in their elegant art, that they brushed away sol 
only soot but mortar. The Don was at a dead stand ;^ 
this fire must be extinguished, unless the chimney cooH 
be made to draw better, yet, rather than employ a Freaefc' 
nan for the operater, he would let the sparks die out, ui 
the hearth hold nothing but ashes. Luckily, in thispn- 
dicament, some one thought of your humble aernxL 
The chimney-sweepers were forthwith dismissed, and die 
Englishman, being sent for, succeeded by good &xtxa$ 
in plaistering up the holes which bis brethren had made. 
The air passed up and down the flue with freier cunent, 
the fire yielded its heat without smoking the apartment, 
and Doctor Henry Smith became, of course, a very great 
doctor indeed in the eyes of Don Cesar-Rolando Sablimi^ 
dad de Zancos. — Since then, Jerry, I've had no one to 
share my influence with the grateful Creole, save Father , 
Joseph. This stabbing business must make the holy 
patriarch fly from Egypt ; and I become thenceforth sole 
viziet to Sultan Sublimidad. What follows? Listen, 
Don Jeremias de Bombo-chesto : — To-night's adventnn 
cannot remain many hours undiscovered. The father of 
Beatriz will at first refuse credit to his daughter's word, 
though backed by the respectable testimony of two wait- 
ing-maids, and, believing that the stab was really given 
where it was intended, will think you have had but justice 
done you, — perhaps regret that the punishment was not 
capital. But this cannot last long ; for Don Gaspar, un- 
less he have more impudence than I give him, or any 
man, credit for, will not venture to appear again before 
his mistress, and the Po^re having resorted to his old 
trick of hiding, Don Cesar will not only smell the rat, l»t 
have him by the tail. That is to say ;r— though well con- 
tented that you should be stabbed, he'll swear an impla- 
cable hatred against Don Gaspar for ofiering a like &- 
vour to his daughter, while you he will regard with admi- 
ration for your great folly — I mean gallantry, in suft^- 
ing in her defence. Then, forth upon the stage steps Dr* 
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mith. He tells Rolando that your birth is ancient^ and, 
loogh not exactly illustrious, highly respectable, — Ro. 
lodoy who would not change his right to style himself 
ton* for even the celestial honour of being canonized, 
Mens gravely ; the Doctor adds that by a former mar. 
lage you are allied with three families of rank in England, 

— Rolando augments his attention, calls forward his com- 
ilacency, doubles his dignity, and grows sublime in his 
levity ; the Doctor unrols still further the map of your 
recommendations, and bids Rolando mark the spots where 
grow the towering cocoas, and the lands so lich in cotton, 

— Rolando is pleased to say that he has heard you spoken 
of as very prosperous ; and, finally, the Doctor, leaning 
towards Donna MeUndrosa, remarks, with singular clear. 
0088 of enunciation, that, though a protestant, you would 
(m no account presume to meddle with the senorUd*8 mode 
of fiiith, — whereupon, the eyes of Rolando and Melindrosa 
meet, and the former, rising slowly from his chair, begs 
the Doctor to assure his friend, that he, Don Cesar-Ro- 
lando Sublimidad de Zancos, is entirely devoted to his 
service, — which is to say ; — tliat * the course of true 
love ' no longer is impeded, and Jeremy Levis may be- 
come a happy ass." 

"Dear Harry!" 

"Dear Harry! — and you squeeze my hand too, as 
though your warm imagination had converted its shark's 
ikin into the velvet flesh of Beatriz ! Why, man, you're 
t very thermometer ! This is, I suppose, what you call 
yoor mercurial disposition, — now up at Fever-heat, the 
Bezt minute down at Zero, just as we blow hot or cold 



* There was a time when the title of Don was considered a certificate of 
ioUe descent; bat now, Uke Esquire, it is given to every white man who 
kH a change of linen to liis bacli, and whose hands will do without the pomice- 
QfeUng which he gives his feet,— at least, so says iJeponR. Happy beings, we of 
4ABfaieteenth century ! — for do we not live in a Golden Ajce 1 " Put money in 
l^panei" is now tiie sole rule for the attainment of distinctions. And what 
4kON rattonal? Surely, if a man have -9 golden vessel, it matters little what 
%tti Iw keeps in it,— the outside being all his neighbours arc expected to ad- 
^ibe. Only it is somewhat unfortunate that the cover should occasionally be 
li and give tis a scent of its real character. 
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upon you. And to think that a man should act aUllii 
foolery for a thing in petticoats ! a little devil of antt^ 
that will tear your eyes out nz weeks after marriige, 
then-*€ry her own blind, because she cannot put dmii 
again! I swear I believe that ever since the daji 
Adam, mankind have found their reason a more XxaH^ 
some complaint to get rid of than the piles : — your Ei^ 
lishman gets drunk, your Dutchman smokes tobacco, yoiff 
Turk chews opium, — and those who are neither dronfc 
ards, nor smokers, nor opium-eaters, send their braioi 
reeling after a woman, — or some other bauble." 

" Rail on. Smith, — you cannot make me angry, not* 
— But let me tell you , gentle Doctor, you rail to no pff- 
pose ; for though you should wag your tongue, in tW 
same course, till midnight, I would still believe you k*i 
the sex in your heart." 

"Love the devil! Good eating I do indeed loT«»» 
confess, — and so too I love good drinking ; but — lov6i 
woman ! I'd as soon stick a lighted fusee into a bonib, 
and then embrace the iron." 

" Bark away, good cynic, — I shall believe you — wh» 
you're sixty." 

" Shake your rattle, sweet baby, — you will sing anoft* 
song — some three months hence. — * Thought is &ee»^ 
you know, Jerry. You may believe, with Van Helmont,if 
you like, that woman was originally created ^pesior to 
man, and that even now God favours the female sex be* 
cause of their greater moral purity, — and so too you ma; 
believe, with the same sublime writer, that fishes shadow 
forth the immaculate state in which we were meant to 
live but for the fall ; but you will please to allow me an 
equal liberty of thinking, — <hanc veniam petimusqiK 
damusque vicissim.' My opinion is, that woman is a — 
is a very pretty thing, — and so is fire. And, as litlb 
children have a propensity to play with the latter, and no 
all the warnings of prudent mothers, as to the dange 
attending bed.clothes, etc., can deter the naughty crefl 
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ires ftom meddling with the coals, so ' children of a 
iiger growth' have a propensity to burn their fingers 
ith ^e former, notwithstanding all the lessons ■ " 
** lliat such old women, as Doctor Henry Smith, may 
roak in their ears.-^ But really, Harry, do yoiu think as 
lecnly of the sex as you would have me believe you 

or 

"Do I? 

With that he**" sighed as he stood, 
With that he nghed as he stood, 

And gave this sentence then ; 
Among nine bad if one be good, 
Among nine bad if one be good; 

There*s yet one good in ten." 

*< Well done. Smith ! you're the most comical spouter 
f verse I have ever heard. Your words sound as though 
ley'd been taking a stroll in the pleasure-grounds of 
our belly, and had returned to your mouth panting from 
le exercise." 

" O, you can laugh, can you, my wounded hart ! So 
lis love is after all worth something. I shall begin to 
link it as good as a sugar-teat, to keep little brats from 
lying. — Now then, that you are in so good a humour, 
1l give you the history of my adventures, which you were 
estering me to tell the other day. They're not quite so 
Dmaintic as yours, but they're infinitely more affecting, — 
lid youll learn from them in what high estimation I 
Qght to hold the sex, as you call it, by way of eminence 
- as one speaks of the devil. You know that the school 
rfaere we both received the rudiments of our education, 
tod which I never mention, or hear mentioned, without 
Hitting my hands behind me, was not an ordinary village 
chool. The limping pedagogue that ruled it was really 
i man of learning at least in every thing relating to the 
lassies, and would crowd his pupils' brains with Greek 



* Tbe reader win perceive that the Doctor took the liberty of omitting a letter 
» suit his purpose. It is she in Shakspeare— (All's Well that Ends Well.) 

Vol. n. 24 
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and Latin, if he had to force every syllable upwardg,-^ 
a last resort, or posterior application, to which it tnust be 
acknowledged the ready-handed Peleg was genersfiy 
driven, — as the callousness of my cuticle will amply tes- 
tify. Thus I contracted, for certain studies, an inclina- 
tion which an university alone could gratify : and as,' from 
my earliest childhood, I had always displayed much skill 
in cutting off the heads of chickens, and making young 
puppies swallow dirt, my parents starved themselves to 
scrape together a sufficient sum to pay my pasmge 
through Cambridge, and fit me out a regular M. D. Bat 
it happened that at the university I acquired a taste for 
other pleasures besides those of the mind; and thus, 
being too great a buck for some families, as too great a 
boor for others, I found, on establishing myself in the 
metropolis, that I could get no practice whatever, that 
was worth getting. My parents soon died, leaving not a 
farthing; for my extravaganbe had beggared them,— 
and, indeed, poor creatures, I believe that — that it hast- 
ened damn it ! I hate to talk of such things. — Well, 

something must be done. So, offl posted to a distant coun- 
try town, with my whole wardrobe on my back and legs. 
There, by writing myself several certificates of wonder- 
ful cures, — one of which, I remember, was signed by no 
less a personage than the Duke of York, I got into excel* 
lent practice. — One day, as I was strolling about the fields, 
sadly ruminating on the rise of medical speculation and 
the fall of diseases. Fate laid her hand upon my eyebalj, 
and turned it about in tlie socket till the images of sundr}' 
kine, and a sturdy wench who was milking one of theOt 
were reflected on the retina. The cows were fat, and 
the pasture was green, and the noisy streams, which the 
beef-red fingers of the damsel made spirt frona the 
stretched teats into the pail, reminded me how nourish* 
ing was milk when easily digested, and that my stomach | ^ 
always found peculiar pleasure in welcoming a lacteous 
diet. Accordingly I approached the maiden, and, laying 
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1117 hand most modestly upon her brawny shoulder, began 
to talk with her of vaccine matter. My Galatea, tickled 
mrith the noti^^e of so great a gentleman as a doctor, grew 
eommunicative, and told me, in a voice ' gentle and low' 
as the lowing of her own kine, that these cows were all 
'her Other's, and the pastures too were all her father's, 
and that her father, owned many more cows, and many 
more pastures. Thereupon I felt all over me the prick- 
ings of cow-itch. I thought of my single bed, and how 
liorrid it would be to sleep there all alone, and find myself 
in dreams tied to the belly of some monstrous Paisiphae, 
inth her hairy teat between my lips, a sucking bull-calf, — 
and* in the milkiness of my disposition, I proposed 
myself a candidate for horns. In a word, before the 
^od of a week, Doctor Smith migh have sat for his 
{>icture to embellish the House that Jack built : — 

* This is the man. all tattered and torn, 

' That married the maiden all forlorn, 

' That milked the cow with the criimpled horn.' 

O, she was a beautiful jcreatiire, — my wife, Susan ! five 
feet, ten inches, in her stockings, and made in every re- 
elect as much like a man as a woman. G — , Jerry ! she 
Was Hercules in petticoats ! and though I indeed stood 
over her, it was as Omphale, — for she could put me under * 
whenever she pleased." 

*^ She must have been a monster, Harry $ for, if I re- 
member rightly, you were, at school, more than a match 
in strength' for even Dick Hazard, — and, in activity" 



** Almost a match for you, Jerry. Very true ; but I 
was inclining to corpulency ; and, at the time I married, 
all my activity lay in my digestive organs. Besides, Suke 
Udderbagg had three inches' advantage of me in height, 
and was blessed with joints of the largest and muscles of 
the hardest, with just sufficient fat to give the latter play. 
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I swear, I beliere she could hay« done the same feat as 
Milo and the wife of Minos did» — ^have carried a buUupoi 
her back. — Her face was equally delicate with her figun. 
The forehead was flat, wrinkled, and pimpled ; the eye* 
brows met one another, with a closeness of affection tint 
would have delighted Daphnis himself* ; the eye (-ifai 
had but one-) was a cameo formed of a chocolate-dNf 
upon a ground of lemon.candy ; the nose was as long is 
the bill of a woodcock, — so sharp, that its owner migbt 
have used it to pierce eyelet holes, — and so modest, that 
it was always suffused at the tip with a crimson blush; 
and the mouth, resembling in shape and relative propor- 
tion that of a frog, was richly tufled on the upper lip with 
something of a more decided shade than lanugo, — The 
second week afler our marriage, my wife began to shot 
her mettle. She thought nothing of boxing my ears, aod 
would kick me with so little mercy, that once, when she 
had lifted her foot to bestow the dishonouring applicalioo^ 
I seized it by the heel, in my own defence, and overset 
her on the floor, — whereupon, I was obliged to pass the |^ 
night at a neighbour's house, for fear of being murdered. 
To tell the truth, Mrs. Smith wore the breeches in every 
department except my practice. And well she might t 
for she drank like a man, swore like a man, took snuff 
like a man, and, though she did not exactly chew, (mUceti 
tobacco,) spit like a man, and she scorned the use of 
handkerchiefs. Indeed, once, coming upon her suddenly 
by chance, I actually discovered that she usurped tlie 
manly prerogatives as much as the Egyptian women of 
old, of whom Herodotus gives us the curious piece of in- 
formation, — 6u^'ou(fi ai fi.sv yMvaTxss 6^ou, — Susan was very 
fond of cider. Happening one afternoon to be in the 
cellar, when no pitcher was handy, she took the barrel 
on her knee, and drank at the bung, — while I, (who 
was with her at the time,) could only stand by in silent 



*Thioc.— «y«.8.7^ 
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ravy of her capacity.* The consequence of this whole- 
vale method of doing business was that Susan became 
somewhat Middled, and, a half an hour aflerwards, pass- 
OBg by a table whereon I was preparing a dose of arsenic 
Rmt a man that wanted his father's lands, she staggered 
Against it, and throwing down a bottle of laudanum, made 
■Qch a mixture of the two kinds of food as I did not want. 
Enraged at this, I so far forgot the lessons she had taught 
as to threaten to turn her out of doors, — and, the 
minute, • Mrs. Smith was in full chace of his flying 
l>etler half. The back door of the house consisted of 
Iwo parts, of which the lower was then closed. I had 
xny hand upon the latch, and was about to open it, when 
the lady came up, and seizing me by the waistband of my 
lireeches, saved me the trouble by liiling me over as she 
'^ould a kitten.'" < There !' she spluttered, as I bounced 
Upon the hard ground, < You'll turn me out of doors, will 
^! Learn to spell c^le first, you pot-bellied son of 

^ b^ !' For two years I led this quiet life with my 

Moved, having all my fleshly desires gratified — as far as 
thumps, and kicks, and scratches could effect so desira- 
ble a point, — when, one dark night, the cider-soaker took it 
into her head to appease her thirst m a neighbouring 
mill-pond, and, drinking rather too freely, never came 
out again. So, as her father was yet living, my pail of 
milk was dashed to the ground, and the eggs and chickens, 
(otherwise, cows and pastures,) went to the devil, — to 
seek my wife, I. suppose. — Disgusted with the transitory 
nature of all human happiness, I left the scene of my 
departed joys, without a tear, (for, alas ! excess of grief 
had dried my lachrymal ducts,) and carrying with me no 
other proofs of increased estate from marriage than sun- 
dry deeds of fee in tail, subscribed, in large blue charac- 
ters, with the sign pedal of Susan Udderbagg. A friend 
of mine was, at this time, about to leave his native land to 



* * FactSj^jMritbout the least exaggeration. 
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settle in South Americm. He spoke of llie huge foi 
which he expected to amass in a very few months, 
tioned that there was a great want of good physicians 
the New World, and that therefore a man of my e: 
ordinary abilities would be sure to succeed — 
a' word, he wanted a companion ; and the consequence i 
that I am now here, blessed with very good practice, 
the largest belly of any man in Cumana." 

" And no inore likely to be tempted by fat cows 
green pastures." 

<' Tempted !" exclaimed, or rather screamed, the Doe- 
tor. — " O, if ever I marry again !" and the Doctor bi^^ 
his lip, to show the earnestness of his resolution. 
" Well, Jerry, what say you now T Don't you think Fm 
right to enjoy the only bequest my angel left me, — vif. 
the privilege of abusing every thing that wears petticoatsf $ 

<* Not at all. There is a wide difi^rence, I should say^ 
between bathing in stagnant water and washing one's self 
in the Manzanares. Your Susan was something like the 
tail of one of her own cows,— too thick with nastiness 
for anyone but a cowboy to handle; but myBeatriz! 
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" * O, dea certd !' Well, man, I believe it is your fate j. 
to be always dangling at some woman's apron-string ; ^ 
and so, for old friendship's sake, | 



memor 



Acte non alio rege puer*tie» 
MutBUeqae simul tog», 

remembering that we were once fellow-sufierers under 
the ferula, and had the pleasure of turning ourselves out 
of school together, I'll do my best to restore you to lead- 
ing-strings. Clout, I'm going now to your mistress." 
"What?" 

" O, true ! I did not tell you, my mooncalf, that your 
Beatriz, when she so cunningly insisted on my leaving her 
to visit her lover, added, with equal cunning, that the 
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Doctor might stop on his return and see how she did -^ 
Ihat iBj tell her how the poor gendeman was doing." 

*^Smith ! — And why did you not tell me this before ?" 
'<<'Gad, IVe too much sense for that! I knew you'd 
pop me off in an instant, and I wanted to stay and talk a 
little with you first. But make yourself easy, — I'm now 
ibout to conunence my practice as physician in ordinary, 
and — something else in ordinary, to their royal majes- 
ties, King Jeremy and Queen Beatrice. Good night, 
man." 

<* Do hasten, Harry. Tell Beatriz that I shall soon 
recover, — tell her that I'm doing very well, — that I'm 
perfectly well." 

" Yes. Good night." 

" And- remember, Harry, — observe how she look^i 
when you speak about me." 

" Yes, yes. Qood night." 

" And don't forget, — if you can put in a good word for 
nie to the parents" — • 

" Yes, yes, yes ! Good night." 

« And" 

" O ! sh, sh, sh, — stop crying, deary, — stop it now, — 
or mama will whip it, so she will. — Damme, man, if 
you've a mind to play the fool, you shall never complain 
of being wise for want of a friend. Good night." 

And, rolling from side to side, like one of his favourite 
animals when descending a hill, the widower of Susan 
Hdderbagg trundled his belly from the apartment. 
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CHAPTER Vll. 

It has deceived thee. 

PtH. O no ! for twice it eaU*d, so loudly call'dt 
With horrid strength, beyond the j^tch of nature ! 
And Murder! Murder! was the dreadful cry . 
A third time it retuniM, with feeble suength ; 
Bnto' tlie sudden ceas'd, as tho* the words 
Were smother'd rudely in the grapiried throat; 
And all was still again * 

1)4 Man^trt. 

That accidents, which at first sight wear the colour rf 
tnisfortunes, oflen turn out to be real benefits, is an ob- 
servation as trite as the pen of every novelist can reader 
it, and one most amply heaped with illustrations, — ^if the 
accumulated grains of every man's experience can make 
a heap. Had not the interview at the Indian cabin ter- 
minated as it did, I might never have gained possession of 
Beatriz ; but now, moved by revenge for the attempted 
assassination of his daughter, urged moreover by Smith's 
representations in my favour, and by anxiety for the cha- 
racter of Beatriz, which the breath of scandal was already 
beginning to sully, Don Cesar consented to receive me 
as his son-in-law, vice De Mulo resigned. 

It was settled, that the marriage should take place im- 
mediately on my recovery. In the mean time, I was 
loaded with civilities by the different members of the 
Creole family. Don Cesar and his male relatives paid me 
regular visits of ceremony ; and Donna Melindrosa was 
constantly sending to my lodgings presents of preserved 
fruits, and other confections, which my medical attendant 
as constantly ate up, remarking that he had no objections 
to act as Mercury wherever it promoted the procreation 
of sweatmcats.-— Of course, under these circumstances, 



i 



-H. VII. LIFE OF JEAEMY LEVIS. 283 

ho surgical skill of fimtth was attended with the happiest 
QBult, and, -in tittle more than a fortnight's time, I was 
i^pun upon my feet. — By the way, however, I must 
Bention that as yet, notwithstanding all the exertions 
Dade to discover them, nothing had been heard of Don 
Shspar or Father Joseph. 

It was in the evening when I paid my first visit to the 
wurents of Beatriz. Though Don Cesar was at home on 
ho other subject than the segars of Cumanacoa, and 
3onna Melindrosa, (one of that virtuous class of femalei 
M) admirably described by Moliere*,) would converse on 
iothing but religion, I did not leave till a very late hour ; 
inr Beatriz was present, and, if I was debarred from 
Ipeaking on the subject I had most at heart, I took ample 
unends with my eyes for the restraint which was laid upon 
my tongue. , As the night was remarkably beautiful, and 
ny feelings were under strong excitement, from the 
■ages of happiness which the recovery of my health and 
he sudden ripening of my hopes had brought before me 
D almost tangible shapes, I did not return immediately 
lome, but had recourse to my favourite sedative, the ex- 
ircise of a solitary ramble. Accordingly I directed my 
teps to the shore. — The moon had just passed the me- 
idian, and her rays fell, with the rich lustre peculiar to 
ropical climates, upon the quiet sea, causing its harmless 
ittle waves to glitter with a tremulous splendour that was 
ven dazzling to look upon. As I walked, with my eyes 
ixed upon the sparkling water, and wooed to my cheek 
ke freshness of the night breeze, while my mind indulged 
1 reflections, which, as every one, between the years of 
ixteen and fifty, can imagine them for himself, I am not 
ovelist enough to occupy some dozen pages by detailing, 
was startled by a loud shriek, or rather yell, of distress, 
iiat sounds as if it came from some distance, and the 



* Vide Zft TtrttiifiBf— Acte i. Be. i., at tb« jNUMige comineiiGing thai ;-~ 
" L*exem|de eit admirable, et cette dame est bonne !'* 
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more horrible that the night was otherwise so idll 
Scarcely had I raised my head when the «ry was ifr' 
peated, but faintly, "as though,"— ^to use the langaafi 
of the poetess — ) 



(« as though the worda 
" Were «nother*d rudely in the grappled tbroaL" 

To hesitate a single moment would have been to tun f 
deaf ear to the cries of the distressed, and hasten homi^ 
wards ; for Reason would have urged, against the pimnplr 
ing of my better feelings, that I was about to run into! 
danger whose extent I was ignorant of, in order to caifjf 
assistance which, it was more than probable, would arriit 
too late to be of any service : but, fortunately for humanitfi 
we obey on such occasions the impulse of the momerii 
without stopping to take counsel of Reason*, — and I WM 
running towards the quarter whence I thought the criN 
had proceeded, when two vultures, of the galinazo kiiii( 
darted before me, though at a great elevation, and, with loQI 
screams, bent their flight in the same direction I myfldT 
was pursuing, thereby converting into certainty my sui* 
picion that some bloody act was being perpetrated, C 
was already completed, and serving me as the surest guide! 
to the spot I sought. ^ 

The vultures continued their course, for a few se- 
conds, in a right line towards the mouth of the Man- 



* rt would be difficult for the most cynical morftllst of the RochefooeaiiK 
<sc)iool to prove, that, in caaes where men have exposed themselves to the riric 
of drowning (fz.gr.) to save the life of a fellow-being, the motives faitt 
always been purely selfish It sometimes happens, I have no doubt, that aatft 
feeling himself able to rescue the sufierer without greatly endangering bis omi 
person, will undertake the feat for the sak^ of applause, or ^e more substaatiil 
gratification of a pecuniary reward : for oUr rulin;; prope.rsities, (whatever tbef 
may be,) become, by indulgence, so quick in their suggestions, that we are oftel 
ourselves unconscious of the motives of our actions, and it is only when tiie deed 
is done, and we b(>gin to analyze the feelincs that prompted it, that we see oir 
conduct in its true light— (sometimes much to our mortincation.X But, general^ 
speaking, acu of this nature arise fh>m the flrat impulse of a generosity wkiM 
is one-fourth the gift of nature, and three-fourths thf result of those narK>7 
tales of magnanimous self-denial, and chivahous daring, which are taki or read, 
seldom with any other motive than that of giving or deriving amusemeat, iMt 
always with adVantagc, especially ^vhere thp hoy mind is of an imaginstire 
turn. 
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anares, then, turning from the shore, flew, for a trifling 
>ace longer, more to the inland, till they lost their fomw 
I my sight, and seemed as mere dark spots reflected on 
le clear blue heaven. Suddenly they stooped to the 
lain, and, with increasing clamour, wheeled round and 
Mmd a black upright mass, which would have appeared 
I the distance like a solid rock, or clump of bushes, save 
lat its size and shape kept varying every instant, thereby 
idicating some motion in its parts. Presently the birds 
ontracted their circles, then, recoiling, darted upward 
ith loud screams^ and the mass parting appeared as 
iree distinct human figures, which, after wavering a 
icunent or two, ran with great rapidity towards the 
iburb of the Guayquerias.* No sooner had the Indians, 
18 I supposed them to be,) left the field, than the galina- 
08 shot downwards, renewed their circles round the 
lot, and at last settled themselves upon what I could not 
oubt was the body of the wretched being whose cries 
V help I had beard too late, and nothing more was dis- 
Dguishable of them, except the occasional flutter of their 
ings as they plied their busy beaks and talons. — Dou- 
ting my exertions, while I kept my eyes, alternately, on 
le spot where the vultures were feasting, and on the 
^treating figures of the Indians, I reached the former 
1st as the latter disappeared. But it was with much 
ifficulty, and some personal danger, that I succeeded in 
riving the ravenous birds from their rare banquet, — and 
fen then they still hovered over my head, waiting the 
loment when I should retire to return to their scarce 
lated meal. 
Having effected this step, I proceeded to examine the 
ody of the dead, which was lying stretched out, at full 
mgth, its mangled face staring horrible in the pale 
Boonlight. It was that of a man in the vigour of life, 

* Tbe Indian mbnrb, separated from the city of Cumana l^y the river Man- 
anaies. 
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large.framed, though spare in flesh, and was weUdieidliL 
saving that the head was uncovered, ^the hat ^^''H^.^ 
probably fallen off in its owner'b stru^le withlusMM ^^^ 
derers.) — I passed my left arm beneath the ^^""ICr.^ 
slightly raising the body, put aside the hair on tU ' 
head, in order to discover if the features were knowi 
me. The vultures had already picked the eyesfiNmthil^.^- 
sockets, and partly stripped the right cheek of iti 
but the rest of the features were so little disfigmed 
render it easy for one, who had seen the unfortuaito 
while living, to recognize him at once: — ^I heUiaBf 
arms the murdered body of my rival, Don Gafljpai 
Mulo. 

Were I even of a revengeful spirit, I could not, at 
moment, (my enemy thus stretched before me,) be moirf! 
with other feelings than those of pity and horrour, — pitf 
for the fate which had blasted him in the very strengtbflt: 
his manhood, and horrour for the circumstances, so r^ 
pugnant to humanity, under which I had found him ; btft, 
being naturally forgiving, now, as I held the still wara 
though pulseless hand in mine, and looked upon the man- 
gled face of the dead, and thought how another's am 
had stretched him powerless at the feet of his bittereflt 
foe, — (for such he must ever have held me, to the end 
of his life, had he lived to double the years that were thea 
upon him, — ) it was much I would have given to stand 
him before me, breathing, face to face, even though our 
contact must have been at the dagger's point. Had we 
met, he and I, upon that very spot, both living, we had 
surely met as enemies ; now, I looked upon my rival as a 
brother, as one of the great family of man of which I was 
myself a member, — and I felt accordingly. 

But what was to be done ? No help was nigh, and to 
leave the Spaniard thus exposed would be, literally, to 
throw him as food to the vultures; for the foul birds 
were still hovering near, and scarcely could be restrained 
from renewing their banquet before my very eyes,— de- 
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scending frequently so low, that I was obliged to wave 

my hat, and shout aloud, to keep them from attacking 

both the living and the dead* For once, I found my 

promptness in decision of service. I tore the coat from 

the shoulders of the dead man, and wrapped it closely 

round his disfigured head, — (in which action I discovered 

that the skull was beaten in, at the back part, in a shock- 

'%g manner, and that there were several wounds in the 

neck, apparently inflicted with a knife — ), then, turning 

the body over, laid it flat upon the face, and lefl it there to 

give the requisite information of the murder to the proper 

authorities at Cumana,*-while, as I retreated rapidly from 

the scene, I heard the screams of the carrion birds as 

they darted once more upon their prey. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

Away with him to prison ! Where ii the provott ?— Away with himtopnaM* 
I ay bolts upon him : let him speak no more. 

Measure fpr Meenn. 

Weabied and agitated though I was, I could not sleep 
that night, hut tossed froift side to side of my hed, tor- 
mented hy my thoughts like poor Strepsiades hy the flett 
in the couch of Socrates.'*' For, the more I considered the 
circumstances of the tragedy whose closing scene I had just 
witnessed, the more likely it appeared, that, in the absence 
of all satisfactory information relative to the real murderers, 
suspicion would turn to nje as the author of it, — since no- 
thing would appear more natural, in the eyes of the Spanish 
Creoles, than that I should take revenge, for an attempted 
assassination — (whether of my mistress or myself it mat- 
tered little — ), by returning the favour in kind, — and re- 
turning it with effect. Besides, every circumstance at- 
tending or following the bloody transaction was such as 
to give strength to the suspicion, should it once gain foot- 
ing ; — the disorder in which I had appeared when making 
my deposition before the magistrate, — my being on or 
near the spot, at the time of the act, without being able 
to assign any other reason for rambling alone in such a 
place, at such an hour, than one which could be com- 
prehended only by myself, — my inability to give the least 
description of the three men whom I had seen running 



* A^oXXujxai SsiXouog* fix rov (fxifWoSos 
Aaxvoutfi fA* i^ignrovTSg 6i Kof ivdioi, 
Kai ras flrXgufo^ SagSa^roxxftv, 
Koi Trjv 4^U5(iiv ixff'ivouo'iv, 
le rest of it Arutopb.^ JVM««. 7W— 15. 
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firom the scene of their supposed crime, these, and 

other circumstances, which I should not have much 
regarded in England, now, in a foreign land, and that 
land the territory of the Spanish Main, excited no little 
uneasiness. 

My fears were not without foundation ; for the very 
next day, while I was on a visit at the house of Don 
Cesar, and conversing upon my night's adventure, a party 
o£<dguacils entered, and claimed me as their prisoner. 
This was merely the verifying of my apprehensions, and 
therefore I was but little startled ; yet, fearing that, if I 
submitted quietly, my behaviour would be attributed by 
the persons whose good opinion was so precious to me, to 
a consciousness of guilt, I afiected astonishment, and de- 
manded of one, who appeared superior to the other 
officers of justice, bywhat authority he acted thus. 

" I am not obliged to answer any question, sir," replied 
the man, coldly, but without rudeness, — " nor would I, 
were it not for Don Cesar, in whose house I find you. 
Tou are arrested, sir, on suspicion of having committed 
murder upon the body of a Spanish gentleman, Don Gas- 
par De Mulo de los Sacerdotes. The authority, by which 
I act, is not to be disputed I imagine." 

These words acted, of course, with different effect upon 
the different members of the family ; — Senor Sublimidad 
folded his arms, and stood immoveable, — his saintly part- 
ner crossed herself, and raised her spiritual eyes to hea- 
ven, — but Beatriz, (who, like her parents, had risen in 
alarm at the entrance of the men,) sprang back, with a 
faint shriek, and grasped her mother's arm for support. 

Half maddened by the difficulty in which I saw I had in- 
volved myself, I turned to the first mentioned personage. 
" Can you believe, sir," I asked, in a voice in which I 
cannot say whether sorrow or indignation predominated, 
— " can you believe me guilty of the enormity with which 
I stand charged ?" 
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" Don Caspar was your enemy," answered the Creole, 
with perfect coohiess, and without in the least degree 
altering his position. 

" And you, madam," I added, addressing Donna 1Mb- 
lindrosa, — '^ will you join your husband in his cruel, \m> 
generous suspicions ?" 

" Alas, it is a wicked world we live in !" rephed the 
lady, — and the lady clasped her hands, and made a pen- 
dulum of her head, in gentle compassion of human frailty. 

My proud heart was almost bursting. ' I will not speak 
to Beatriz,' I thought, — * I will spare myself that mortifi- 
cation, at least ; — it would make the tears leap from my 
eyes, if she too were to reject me, — these men must not 
see my weakness,' — and I made a motion with my hand 
to the captain of the aUguacUsy signifying that I was ready 
to accompany him. But, as I turned to the door, I could 
not deny myself one look at Beatriz. She was standing 
beside her mother, with the left foot advanced, and the 
left arm extended towards me, while her right hand rested 
on the Senora^s arm, (as I ha.ve said before,) as if for sup. 
port. Her swimming eyes, fixed upon my countenance 
as I faced her, wore an earnestness of appeal that bade, 
me not depart in anger, and her young mouth, half open, 
seemed to express the will, without the power, to utter 
something. 

— Her silence, then, was not because she did not feel, 
but because she felt too deeply; — and requesting the 
officer to have patience for " A moment longer," I ap- 
proached the girl, and taking her hand, " Beatriz," I said, 
mournfully, — " Your father and your mother, both con- 
demn me — unheard. Will you too believe me so basely 
criminal ?" 

Before answering, the Creole maid bent her eyes for 
an instant upon mine ; when, reading there the same 
feelings that had saddened my speech, she said, em- 
phatically, " Never ! if your own words assure me you 
are innocent." 
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" I am innocent, — so help me God in mine hour of 

Beatnz did not reply ; but her looks were more ex- 
nr cBBi ve than any language, and the warm pressure of 
k^t velvet lips, on the hand which still enfolded hers, was 
be seal set to the bond of our renewed confidence. 

" Now, then, I am ready." And, submitting myself to 
ilie dlguacUs, I was led from the apartment. 



CHAPTER IX. 



She*ll come. 'Tis what I wish, yet what I fear. 

She*ll come. But whither 1 and to whom ? O, Heav'n ! 

To a vile prison, and a captivM wretch ; 

To one, whom had she never known, she had 

Been happy. 

JHouming^ Bride. 



EvEKY reader, at the commencement of every chapter, 
naturally forms for himself some idea of the dainties 
i¥herewith he is about to regale his intellectual appetite. 
If the preceding chapter have been dull, he hopes to find 
the incidents of the present served up in the richest man- 
ner, that his flagging relish may be tickled into some de- 
grec of activity ; if it have been passably interesting, — 
that is to say, a very good sort of chapter, though not ex- 
actly wrought up to that pitch of intense, or thrilUngy or 
fenerish interest, which is so great a favourite with literary 
epicures, he wipes his lips for the discussion of the fol- 
lowing course, with the good-natured resolve to And it to 
his liking, whether the seasoning be plain English, or 
past comprehension French. But in both cases the 
building of the idea is after a like fashion ; — the chapter 

25* 
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just read forms the foundation^ where(m, with the assist- 
ance of the motto of the next the fanciful superstructure 
is laidi 

Having said thus much with regard to readers in gene- 
ral, I proceed to divide my own particular readers into 
two classes. Of these one takes that kicked-to-nothiag 
football, Jeremy Levis, makes him bounce some two or 
three dozen times up and down his narrow ceU, and, 
after a round of sentimental curses on the injustice of las 
fate, deposits him on a wooden settle to quiet himself with 
the sugar-teat of an easy conscience ; the other takes Ae 
same romantic gentleman, under his favourite character 
of the Woman's fool, parades him through the aforesaid I 
enclosure a certain number of times, with arms folded, I. 
brows knitted, and other marks of dignity indignant, isd Md 
then, when he has gnawed his lip till it bleeds, in pondennf < ( 
the events whose fatal concourse had dashed the cap i] 
from his hand at the very moment he should taste it, flinp \ii 
him upon the bench above mentioned, writhing in labotf* n 
pains with some such beautiful conception as the foHoT* I 
ing ; — " Alas, and is it come to this, indeed ! that tin ia 
moment Suspicion lights upon me, my friends should a&rjE 
fly me as though I were blown into a mass of comiptio&'||t: 
O, faithless, faithless world!" (gnawing his thumb oaiillc^ 
to the quick, in the agony of his mental throes,) "IaB|)i 

sick of thee ! But Beatriz !" (and his hands are clasped, 

and his eyes roll divinely,) " thou, O thou art all that is 
pure, and noble, and constant ! Thy truth shall be i^f 
buckler against the arrows of Slander, — and beneath Ai 
wings of thy dove-like affection I will shelter me from Ae 
cold blasts of Adversity !" — when, his brain being 
safely delivered of this triplicate foetus, formed of fieab* 
flies, bucklers, and pigeon.wings, he is lefl to dandle the 
bantling, and forget his sorrow for joy that a fine idea ht 
come into his head. 

Now it happens, in the present case, that both these 
classes have been conceiving to no purpose ; for, though 
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in the p<Mnt on which they agree, — to wit, in making me 
comaience with cursing my fate, they are perf<dctly right, 
yet, when they proceed to give me consolation in the 
maimer I have just mentioned, they show that they know 
a great deal about novel- writing, but precious little of 
human nature. Your easy conscience is a very good 
thing ; but it cannot convert a prison into a palace : your 
fiuthful love is a very good thing too ; but it cannot m^e 
' manacles feel, even to a Quixote"', like the soft pulses of 
a lady's fingers. — The fact is, that though I had not 
exactly a haller dangling before my eyes, yet, when I 
' -finrnd myself under lock and key, in an apartment of un- 
comfortably narrow dimensions, my reflections assumed 
I colour somewhat sombre ; for I knew that Justice is a 
kdy who changes her character with her climate, and that 
at Cumana, where the air is excessively hot, she gene- 
mlly played the bawd,— and that, though mere suspicion 
Waa sufficient to get one into her clutches, it required to 
get one out of them something a little more influential. 

Not to bore the Reader to death with a page or two of 
stupid reflections,-* let him fancy himself to have attained 
the summit of a lofty mountain, afler much toil, and then, 
Just when he begins to inhale the pure air, and delight his 
eyes with the prospect around him, that some demon, such 
afl in ^^ The Monk" for instance, catches him by the waist, 
and hurls him into the Red Sea, there to kick with his 
• heels uppermost, with the chance that if he escape being 
emothered at the bottom he will meet with suflbcation at 
tlie top ; — Let him fancy this, 1 say, and he will have an 
image stronger, <' for the nonce," than any set of solilo- 
quies which the most skilful novelist can put into the mouth 
of a hero who has the wonderful faculty of thinking, even 
when in a passion, in as well turned periods, and with as 
choice phrases, as though he were rehearsing a thrice 
polished essay. 



• rtMieDonQuizot«,~Partei. Capit.43. 
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Most hearily, then, passed the morning and the after- 
noon. — The evening came. I was watching the rapid 
thickening of the gloom, with a sort of jealous regret at 
being thus forsaken by the day, when suddenly my atten- 
tion was arrested by a whispering at the door of my cell, 
and the motion of feet. Before I could form a supposition 
relative to the noise, the holts were withdrawn, the key 
grated in the lock, the door was cautiously opened, and a 
female figure entered the room. The arm of the jailer 
then appeared through the open entrance, and set a lamp 
upon the floor ; when the door was immediately closed, 
the bolts were restored to their staples, the key again 
grated in the lock, and I was shut up with my visiter. 

All this was the work of an instant. The very next 
instant, before I could rise from my seat, the stranger 
threw up her veil, and, exclaiming, in a burst of joy, 
" Life of my soul !" rushed into my arms. It was Beatriz. 
The single, forcible expression, lAfe of my soul ! — the 
tone in which it was uttered, — the nervous clasping of 
the hands towards her bosom, and then unclasping them, 
as though she were opening her very heart, to draw thence 
the language for her feelings, — the eagerness with which 
she sprang to meet me, — the strict embrace, as though 
she would grow to my breast and blend our beings into 
one, — all, all was Beatriz ; there needed no light to make 
her known. 

I seated her beside me. " Dear Beatriz," I said, as I 
pressed with my left hand a hand of hers, and raised its 
soil small Angers to my lips, while my right hand stole 
gently around her slender waist, " this proof of attach- 
ment ! A little while ago I thought this day 

one of the blackest in my life ; but now I bless it, Bea- 
triz, — for it has tested the truth of your aflTection," (and 
my voice sunk to its softest tone, and I drew the charming 
girl still closer to my breast.) " And yet— I know not 
whether I should feel most joy or sorrow at your 
coming." 
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*' Sorrow ?" (Beatriz released herself from my arms. ) 
•* Wherefore sorrow ? You speak to me in mystery." 

** Hear me, Beatriz. Though I must eventually be ac- 
quitted of the infamous charge under which I rest at pre- 
sent, the mere circumstance of my being supposed capa- 
ble of a crime I shudder even to mention, will go nigh 
to ruin me ; and why should you cling to the tree when 
its roots are severed, and it cracks with its approaching 
fall ? — Besides, it is to be greatly feared that your visit 
to this place will be discovered ; when ridicule, perhaps 
dishonour, must be the reward of your noble affection. 
Why I tell thee, Beatriz, the very idea that my jailer has 
dared to smile in his sleeve, or sneer at thee, when he 
^ve thee admittance ! — God ! . 'Tis damning !" 

" And is it for this you regret my coming ?" exclaimed 
the Creole girl, regarding me with a look that was singu- 
Itrly expressive of mingled pleasure, displeasure, and 
flurpfise. << Ridicule ? I do not mind it now ; and for 
dishonour, — who can deem it wrong that the wife should 
'«eek her husband in his hour of trouble, when he most 
needs the consolation which her hand, her voice, her look 
alone can give him ? And do we not stand in such rela- 
tionship to one another ? — Our hearts are one, — we have 
plighted our mutual faith in the sight of heaven, — this 
very week had seen us united by the laws of men. — ^You 
speak to me of ruin. ' Think you then my love so merce- 
nary, that I should cling to you when the warm sunshine 
is upon you, and leave you when you shiver in the blast ? 
my beloved !" ( — her voice, which had been somewhat 
raised, subsided now to its usuaF, melting tenderness — ) 
" to me this wooden bench is softer than my own sofa, 
for thou art seated by me, — and.the air from that narrow 
grate, methinks, is a freer and a purer air than fans the 
rich curtaiils of my own windows, for it breathes upon 
thy cheek ! Dishonour and ruin, —• do not name them ! 
they are welcome for thy sake, — more welcome borne 
for thee, and with thee, than were every good without 



I' 
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• 

thee ! — O, you are cold, cold as these walls, or you 
would feel no sorrow now !"* 

"Cold, Beatriz? Look at me. Are my eyes coldl 
See ! your own, bright though they are, shrink from their 
fke ; and your colour, deepened as it is, grows deeper 
with your blushes. O, my Beatriz ! while I strain thee 
to my breast, as now, and feel thy warm heart beat with 
mine, — while I press this little hand, and gaze upon thy 
beauty till my very soul grows sick with pleasure, can I 

indeed be cold ? Let this and this evince the 

ardour of my passion!" I exclaimed, as I imprinted, 
once and again, a kiss of firef on the full, rich lips of 
Beatriz. The young Creole, whose every vein ran boil- 
ing hot with passion, gave herself up without restraint to 
the feelings of the moment. Her left hand fondly encir 
cled my necki and her right, through whose fingers of 
satin softness the pulses throbbed with a force that made 
every nerve within me thrill with pleasure, lay in mine, — 
loosely — so that I could just feel, (and thus with keenest 
sense,) the quick beating of the arteries grow still 
quicker, as passion sent the hot blood through their chan-ji- 
nels with more and more impetuosity ; while her beautifaPr 
head rested on my breast, — the fine daric hair touching i' 
my flushed cheek, and seeming, (for what will not fancy { 
suggest at such a moment ?) — ^to impart a delicious and \ 
needful coolness to its burning skin.-^I saw and felt that 
I must think for us both. " Dear Beatriz," I whispered, ; 
kissing the smooth lids of her half-closed eyes, as I gen- " 
tly, (but not without a mental effort,) disengaged myself - 
from her embrace, and seated her in a less recumbent po- 
sition beside me, — " This is happiness, dear Beatriz,— 



* The reader must remember who Beatriz is, and not expect, in tkiB youg- jj 
Creole, the lame delicate reserve he would look for in a woman of puldn* <«■: m 
perament, more extended education, and riper years,— such as Mary AnM, Ar ™ 
instance. 

t Pressim deosculaio^ says Apuleius. Who win help me to an equivalent ex- 
pression in English ?— Shut the book, dear Reader, of happy one and-tweatyt 
and feather your imagination,-^ its flight will serve as well. 
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lit we must not indulge in it, — it is intoxicating, — it is 
ilirium !" 

Xhere was a silence of some minutes, — which, as 
ivag rather embarrassing, especially afler what. I had 
lidy I broke by asking Beatriz how she had gained ad« 
ittance to my presence. 

" By bribery," was the answer. 

" And have you come hither all alone — for my sake, 
earest ?" 

" No, my maid, Bona, bore me company. She now 
raits my return at the door, with your jailer." 

"Your own servant? With the jailer? O, Beatriz! 
ou have betrayed yourself!" 

The Creole smiled,— perhaps in surprise at my deli- 
acy, (or, rather, my pride.) "And think you, se/ior," 
be said, " it could be well otherwise ? Do you suppose 

could have gained admittance, unless I were known ? 
[oney was not sufficient with your keeper ; I was obliged 
h declare myself explicitly, — even unveil before him." 

" Great God ! And have you suffered all this for me !" 

cried, rising, and walking up and down the room in 
IBOCh agitation ; — " To become the jest of a filthy jailer ! 

vile, unfeeling brute, like that ! And then, every 

He will turn to ridicule your noble constancy ! the wretch 
in glory to expose you." 

** Hush ! Be patient for one moment," said Beatriz, 
:«nily drawing me back, by the arm, to the bench I had 
,lut. Her voice was tender, but her countenance wore 
m expression similar to that I had before observed, — de- 
ijOtkig pleasure at the warmth of my attachment, mingled 
»9Cfa surprise at a sensibility for which she could not ac- 
iBn&t.— " Ridicule, I have said, I do not regard — for my 
f^m take ; and, if you will consider, love, — this man 
bfMjiot expose me, — for by so doing he must betray 

«« My angel !" (It was thus, — quite in character, — I 
^rang at once from shadow to sunshine.) — " My better 
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spirit ! — My life ! every way, my life !" 

not dare, this time, to press her in my arms ; but, at 
fond epithet, I kissed the delicate hand I held, as tli 
I would show my skill in velvet painting, and leav 
rose tint of my lips upon its spotless whiteness, 
fools are lovers in their hours of dalliance ! 

Again there was a break in the dialogue. My bi 
ful companion sat with head depressed, evidently abs* 
in thought. Her right hand lay carelessly dropped 
side her ; — the other was in my possession. Sudt 
she bent her eyes on mine as though she would res 
heart ; and placing the hand, which I have just sai 
carelessly beside her, upon that of mine which hel 
left, so that my own lefl hand was locked in both of 
she said, in a manner peculiarly earnest, and even so 
— " Can you meet death?" 

This was a very singular question ; but I answe: 
without betraying surprise. ''No man, dear Be 
would willingly part with life; and for me, who 
youth, and strength, and every enjoyment that a n 
increasing fortune can add to such advantages,- 
am, moreover, happy in thy love, dearest, — the sac 
would be awful ; still, should duty, or honour, or an 
cessity call for it, I trust I have sufficient moral coi 
to submit myself with decency, — even as I am now. 
youth, and strength, and thee." 

" And so I did, and do believe !" said Beatriz, pre 
my hand, with ardour, to her lips. — " Now hear me. 
You hope to be acquitted. You deceive yourself. I 
circumstance attending this unhappy affair must j 
criminate you ; the enmity between you and that ace 
J)e Mulo — (I shudder to name him !) is notorious ; 
very morning, soon after your apprehension, your 
ful Juan came to me, almost in tears, and told me- 
the murder and your name were coupled in the m 
of every one, — that but one opinion prevailed,-^ 
most persons pitied you, (fbr Don Gaspar was gene 
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lisliked,)-*- and many were even bold enough to approve 
if your just revenge, as they called it, — but that all were 
irmly convinced of your guilt, and thought the law mus; 
ake its course. Nay! do not interrupt me. I know 
fou would assert your innocence. It is needless ; were 
the n^pearances against 3rou ten times as strong, I would 
not credit them ; for have not your own lips assured me 

ftiey are false ? My beloved " She paused a mo- 

■aent, — ^then, pressing nearer to me, continued in a still 
lower, and more impressive tone, while her dark eyes 
■gain burned with the peculiar expression mentioned 
«bove : — *' I would not have thee die on a scaffold, like 
•^common felon, — nor stand the ignominy of a trial, 

^riiich must terminate unfavourably, I — I am come 

|d die with thee. This drug " ; and, as she spoke^ 

■he took from her bosom some article of trifling bulk, 
(iHTobably, opium,) wrapped in paper. 
^. "Beatriz!" I exclaimed, interrupting her, while I 
■Batched the poison from her hand, and threw it to the 
ydier end of the apartment ; — " Great God ! Are you 
You cannot mean it !" 
The Creole instantly sprang from the bench, and, re- 
lying, in a manner at once indicative of strong indigna- 
^on and stronger contempt, " No, — not now ! I did think 
|bat the man, who could' offer his own breast to receive 
file stab meant for his mistress, would prefer an honoura- 
ble death, shared with her, to a solitary one of infamy — 
die death of a dog ! but I find I was deceived ;^ You 
kave taught me, sir, the difference between a momentary 
BDpnlse and deliberate moral courage,"— she made to- 
vards-the door. 

«« Stay, Beatriz !". I cried, following the angry beauty, 
ind grasping her arm. " Hear me ! for one moment !" 
Bhe suffered herself to be detained. << You do not know 
me, Beatriz. Could I be convinced that my condemna- 
lioKi is certain, and my fate determined beyond the possi- 
bility of a reprieve, it were absurd to say it would matter 
Vol. n. 26 
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much, in a moral point of view, whether I should die by 
my own hand, or that of the executioner ; but, while the 
smallest chance remains of preserving a life that is not . 
my own, but yours, my friends', my country's, ihis city's, 1 
every one's, — I should be guilty of a foolish and moat 
wicked murder, were I to act as you would have, me do. 
And that such chance does exist I must not cease to hopCi 
You despond too readily, dear Beatriz ; you only look 
to the dark side of the picture, and do not suffer yourself 
to see the light. It is impossible that the laws of this 
place can condemn me oir evidence that amounts, at 
most, to littk more than mere suspicion. And such bos* 
picion ! Gracious God ! that any man that knows me^ 
-— that knows the men of my country, their customs, 
should suppose me capable, even in thought, of revengiqi 
an injury by assassination ! For my own self, I declsn 
to thee, Beatriz, in the ears of Heaven, that were Doi 
Caspar standing before me, at this moment, with tbs 
stain of my blood still red upon his hands, I could tab T 
him to my arms, — ^though not as a friend, yet' as of 
neighbour, — and forgive him, ten times over, the coot- 
mission of an act, which in his eyes, Andalusian aa ha 
was, perhaps appeared justifiable !" 

<< And I !" exclaimed my mistress, — her eyes seemiog 
absolutely to blaze with passion, — << By the blood of 
Christ ! I would strike this weapon," ( — she drew a sdmI 
dagger from her bosom — ) «< up to the hilt, into his falaa 
heart, and trample on his quivering body as it lay fallal 
beneath me !" and, saying thus, she stamped upon the 
floor, as though the victim of her revenge indeed lay (pd* 
vering beneath her feet, and she were sating sight, aa' 
hearing, and touch, with his dying agonies. 

** Beatriz,"— I asked, in a tone of sadness, — for, iial- 
withstanding my affection, it pained me to the soul toiiii 
that the same ardent temperament, which made the yoiH 
Creole overstep the delicacy of her sex in one pasooib 
was likely to lead her into similar excess in every oihaf^ ^ 
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— - << will yoa gire me that dagger ?" She looked at me 
for a single moment, and, without a word, put the weapon 
into my hands. 

" This was brought for me, love ?" 

*^ For us both." 

**I will keep it. Should it be as you fear . 

Beatriz! the man you have honoured with your love 
riudl never disgrace you by dying on a scaffold." 

Strange, delightful creature of passion ! with a scream 
of joy, that must have been heard without the apartment, 
she threw her sofl arms round my neck, and whispered 
m my ear these few — but these few words ; — " And Be- 
itriz will not survive him." 

Just then was heard the sound of voices, as of persons 
in dispute at the door of my cell. The Creole maid started, 
tamed pale, and named her father ; but, in an instant reco- 
vering herself, with that suddenness of resolution which 
ftmned a conspicuous trait in her character, she added, — 
^But I need not fear him ; he gave me to you ; I am 
"iiiiere duty bids me be, — am I not, love ?" I passed my 
arm around her waist; and in this situation, standing 
«rect, in the middle of the floor, side by side, we awaited 
the entrance of De Zancos. 

■ **Tou have the order, sir," said the voice of the 
Don, without; «*open it," {sc. the door,) "this in- 
•tant." There was a muttering on the part of the jailer, 
who, honest man, had his private reasons for delaying ; then 
&e bolts worked, with a lazy motion, as though they had 
been slumbering in their staples for ages, and were not 
yiM completely roused ; then there was a curious jin- 
king of iron, as though the jailer had suddenly grown 
pmblind, and could not find the right key, — ^which, when 
at last found, blundered in the lock as if it had quarrelled 
with its old friend, and was a key of too much metal to 
snake advances. " You are excessively deliberate, Mr. 
Jailer: your caution deserves commending to the go- 
▼emor,"— said Cesar.Rolando, («— what a condescen* 
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sioQ in a man who scarcely ever spoke to even hi; 
equals !) — and, therewith, the door rode on its hinges 
and his donship entered the apartment, followed by th( 
jailer, who, this time, left the opening after him free 

— doubtless, to give his prisoner's fair companion an op 
portunity of escaping, before she could be recognized 
And where was Bona? Sehor Carcdero, so justly com 
mended for his caution, had managed, to conceal thi 
wench from the eyes of her master. 

De Zancos showed much less emotion, at seeing hi 
daugliter a sharer of my imprisonment, than I expected 

— all he did being to raise his coarse black brows witl 
astonishment, and depress and join them with displeasure 
His whole discourse,— and that was not much, — he ad 
dressed to me. " Mr. Levis," he said, marching ap U 
mc with due goose-dignity, <' I have mistaken you, I find 
You are at liberty from this moment. With us, Spaniards 
when one gentleman has wronged another, the most h( 
can do is to confess his fault :" — and Senor Sublimidat 
extended his yellow hand. 

*^ And with us. Englishmen," I answered, taking th( 
liand he offered, (for his daughter's sako, — for my own 
I would rather have given him my foot,) — " when J 
gentleman expresses his regret for the wrong he ha 
done another, the least the latter can do is to forget th 
error, and -remember only the courtesy that conde 
scended to acknowledge it." 

*' That is, indeed^ the spirit of a gentleman!" exclaimei 
De Zancos, his saturnine visage relaxing, for the mo 
ment, into something like a mercurial cast of counte 
nance. "Now, sir, I am doubly proud to call you m; 
son ; for your heart, I find, is of the same blood as m; 
own." (The devil !) <' There is Beatriz. ' She was readitf 
than I it seems. Take her, aenor,-^ she deserves yoii 
she has won you, as you have her. To-morrow she i« 
yours indissolubly,'' 
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Ne^d I say whose eyes then looked up into mine, all 
glowing mid their tears, as flowers on whose leaves the dew- 
drop glistens when the morning sun looks in upon them ? 
whose eyes sunk their long white lids hcneath the burn- 
ing gaze they had sought, — and met, till they grew dim 
with pleasure, — as the same flowers droop, receiving, 
unshaded, the noontide radiance of the very planet, 
whose light and heat, when duly tempered, gives them 
their beauty and existence? O foolish old man! (if 
aught be folly that is truly pleasant, — ) cannot age 
slacken thy nerves, that even the memory of past joys 
should make them thrill, not indeed with the same exqui- 
site delight as in youth, but with a soothing, pensive enjoy- 
ment, that is, to that keener sense, what to richer, nearer 
music, are the last, dying notes of some distant flute, 
heard in the still night, growing sweeter and sweeter as 
-they fall yet fainter and yet fainter on the listening ear ! 

'* Come," said Don Cesar, interrupting the endear- 
ments of his children^ ** let us quit this place. . I lefl the 
Senora thanking heaven for the vindication of your inno- 
cence, my son. ' While we hasten to her embraces, I will 
explain the sudden turn this day's events have taken ;" — 
and standing by the door of the cejl, that I might pass 
before him, (a ceremony that marked his perfect breeding,) 
he bowed his majestic head till the tip of the nose touched 
the ends of his Angers. Doubtless, the Angers were 
perfumed of Don Cesar-Rolando Sublimidad de Zancos. 



By way of Appendix to the present chapter, I will now 
disclose the machinery, whose action set in motion the 
events therein intimated as occurring, as well as certain 
others, detailed in the two or three chapters immediately 
preceding. — The result of inquiries, conjecture, 6cc. 
take in the following narrative form : — 

26* 
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Afler the base transaction at the Indian hut, my hval 
would probably have taken refuge in the asylum afforded 
by the church at Cumana, even had his intended crime. 
been fully perpetrated ;* but the influence of Don Cesar 
in the city being very powerful, while his own, in conse- 
quence of the general dislike entertained against him as 
a man, being comparatively very weak ; and the fact that 
the attempted assassination had been directed against the 
person oPa woman, — and that woman one of the most 
considerable in the place in point of beauty, talents, and 
the high standing of her parents, — stamping the deed 
with features of peculiar atrocity; and, moreover, the 
character of the then governor, (Don Vincente de Em- 
paran,) who was not the man to wink at any infraction of 
the laws, no matter by whom committed ; and, finally, 
the influence exercised over his weak mind by his un- 
principled confederate, whose effrontery seems to have 
entirely deserted him, at the very moment when but a 
small portion, (which he could, undoubtedly, well spare,) 
was all that was needed to bring him off with flying co- 
lours ; all these considerations determined Don Gaspar 
to follow the advice of his privy counsellor, Snubbs,^— 
which was, that they should both conceal themselves 
until they could effect their escape from the country, an 
object that might easily be accomplished, as a vessel be- 
longing to the former would be ready to sail for Cadiz in 
a week or two. Accordingly, they put themselves under 
the protection of three Indians, whp, supplied with money 
from Don Gaspar's purse, hid them in a place known only 
to the three, and kept the secret of their concealment 
most faithfully. — It seems, however, that Mr. Snubbs, 
whose propensity for making^ converts the reader is 
already acquainted with, did not change his character 
when he assumed a new name and a new faith ; but, still 



* Consult DipoMs. 
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attached to his trade, of cobbling leaky souls, he, with 
his apprentice De Mulo, presumed to meddle with what 
was the prerogative of the monks of St. Francis, — ^to 
wit, the task of propping up the backsliding Indians of 
the*^ suburbs, and giving their morality a new footing. The 
monks had no objection to this, as, in the first place, it 
promised to lighten their own labour, and, in the second, 
Don Gaspar De Mulo had some fine vessels belonging to 
him, that brought nice articles from Cadiz, — among 
others, the delicious wines of Xeres, certain casks of 
which were sure to find their way to the monastery of 
San Francisco ; but the Indians, who were not parties in 
this spiritual contract, had 'great objections, — for Father 
Joseph was rather too indefatigable in his exhortations, 
and, in his zeal for their souls, seemed to forget that the 
poor wretches had bodies. • The consequence may be 
supposed; — Joseph and his disciple were absolutely 
detested on the left bank of the Manzanares. Unfortu- 
nately for our zealots, whose ambition did not aim so 
high as at the crown of martyrdom, one of the three 
Guayquerias, to whom they had intrusted their safety, 
was their mortal enemy. The preacher had caught 
the man, one day, in the indulgence of an impulse that 
marked him more an admirer of nature than of the pre- 
cepts of Christianity. Shocked at a grossness so ab- 
horrent from his own smoke-dried purity, Joseph informed 
his coadjutor, and the latter used his influence with the 
monks to procure the Indian a flogging. The punishers 
forgot the act ; but the punished, who bore their notes of 
hand endorsed upon his person, vowed within himself to 
exact full payment on the very first opportunity.* Don 
Gaspar and the preacher, in throwing themselves upon 



* A similar ponitfamcnt for a similar ofence^ among the Ooahiros, (a more 
savage tribe of Indians^) caused the massacre of a who!e village in 1766, and 
repiiMged, (irrevocably, rays Depons,) a people, that numbered 30,000 souls, 
iato tlM barbarism flrom which they were Just emerging. 
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the hospitality of this man and his fellows, (they bei 
the first they met on crossing the Manzanares^) km 
enough of the Indian character to believe they were 8 
thus than they could be with their proper friends ; 
that was all they knew, — and they paid the p^ndt 
their ignorance. The Indian I have particularly 
tioned formed a plan, in concert with the two oth 
(who, — from fellow-feeling, and common cause, 
readily entered into his views,) to murder the holy 
ance the moment it should cease to be under their 
dianship. The vessel belonging to De Mulo was to 
for Spain in a week or two, as has been said. De M 
wrote a letter to the master, begging his assistaneftli^ 
This the Guayqueria, to whom it was intrusted, faitbfuQf ^ 
delivered, and brought back an answer, stating the dq 
when the vessel would sail, and promising to have a borf 
in readiness, the evening previous, at a little distanci 
from the mouth of the river,* within hearing of D* 
Gaspar's whistle. — When the evening came, the party 
set out for the shore, — one of the Guayquerias walking i 
few steps in advance, — then Sehor Beato, (Don GaspaiJ 
— and, directly behind the latter, the most hostile of tht 
Indians, — while Sencyr Beatico, (little Joseph,) followed 
at some distance, with the youngest and least powerful of 
the three. This arrangement, most cunningly devised 
for the perfect accomplishment of their treachery, tlu 
Indians had the art to pass upon their victims as necei* 
sary to guard against surprise. — The reader can tell ftf 
himself how Don Gaspar was butchered. As for tlie 
preacher, — he thought it proper, as this was the last op- 
portunity he should have in Cumana, to give a parting 
sermon to his escort, on the sin of drunkenness, and otber 






* The Manzanarea is only navigftble to small craft. Merchant re** 
therefore, are obliged to anchor on the Plaur. (a sand bank under watir,} > 
leu|iie west of the moath of the river, and load and unload by measi ^ 



lilthters. 
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tialities, to which the latter was addicted. The young 
L, whose complexion was not pure copper, hut alloyed 
the lapis calaminaris of white hlood, and who, there- 
was possessed of less apathy than his redder bre- 
m, had not the patience to carry his victim to the plain, 
to lie, with his fellow-martyr, till the undertaker 
tares should have performed the rights of sepulture in 
r*stomachs and thus concealed the crime,' but slew 
padre on the spot, and threw hifh into the Manza- 
)8 to feed the htxoasJ^ (And thus was legalized the 
iage of Sir James and Lady Maitland.) — The next 
r, in the aflernoon, the rumour that Don Gaspar De 
[qIo, for some time missing, was found, murdered by 
very Englishman for whose attempted assassination 
himself had been forced to seek concealment, and 
It the Englishman was apprehended, reached a hut 
)re the real murderers had assembled some other In- 
fer the purpose of getting drunk' on their booty, 
uimediately on hearing the news, the three boastfully 
]^ioclaimed themselves to be the true criminals, and, 
•midst the acclamations of their drunken companions, 
who acknowledged the justness of their revenge, exhi- 
bited the watch, knife, and other articles belonging to the 
ieceased, as fiyoofs of their manhood. A negro, who 
happened to be standing at the door of the hut, admiring, 
and doubtless envying, their happiness, heard the tale, 
and immediately gave information against the parties. 
Hie murderers were apprehended, and brought before the 
gcnremor. They acknowledged nothing, denied no. 
tiling, — but, maintaining all the apathetic indifference of 
their race, stood unshaken by threats or promises. At 
last it was whispered to De Emparan that one of the men 
was but a half-breed, and might be brought to give evi- 
dence against the others, if taken alone, where he could 



* ^ID»II cn>codileB, w CAlle4. 
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not be influenced by tbe behaviour of his confederates. 
The hint was adopted. The Indian, being questioned 
apart, confessed the whole transaction in full detail* from 
beginning to end ; an^ the governor, (who in his own 
mind had entertained great doubts of my being guilty,— 
not merely from personal acquaintance with my charac- 
ter, but from the facts, that the murder wits connected 
with robbery, and that I had defended the dead from 
being disfigured, which I had scarcely done, if I were 
the assassin,) immediately sent for the father of Bettnz, 
and signed him an order for my release. 

As any particulars respecting the martyrdom of that 
persecuted Saint, Malachi- Joseph, must be interesting to 
the devout reader, I will add; — that the Indian who 
threw him to the crocodiles declared, that when, pro- 
voked by his admonitions, he stabbed the poor preacher, 
the latter merely exclaimed, " Sancta Maria, ora pro no- 
bis ! Sancta Dei Oenitrix, ora pro nobis !"-— which, though 
he knew not its meaning, yet, being familiar to him as 
part of the prayers and confessions he detested, enraged 
him so much that he cast himself upon his victim, and 
finished him by strangulation, — while the miserable 
worm, as the obstructed breath struggled through the 
grasped throat, muttered strange, uncouth sounds, — ^which 
the Indian described so well, by imitation, that there can 
remain no doubt of their being, " O blessed sinner ! — fly 
from the wrath ■■■! Strike — while the — — !" 

Singular force of habit ! that even the garment of hypo- 
crisy, though at first tight and embarrassing, may fit by 
use the person of its wearer like a second skin, and be- 
come so necessary to his comfort, that even in death he 
will not part with it ! 



■> 
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CHAPTER X. 

Good night, good Doctor. 

Macbeth. 

It were not well to hasten through my life at Cumana, 
without devotmg one little chapter to the man, to whom, 
above all others, I was certainly indebted for my happi- 
ness with Beatriz, — I mean Harry Smith, '<quo nos 
medico amicoque. usi sumus." 

Notwithstanding his aversion, affected or real, from the 
society of the sofler sex, the Doctor honoured my nuptials 
with his" portly presence. — ^I had never seen him in better 
spirits ; but, towards the close of the evening, just before 
iie took his leave, he approached me with a strange so- 
lemnity of manner, and requested a few minutes' private 
conversation. I withdrew with him to another room. 

" So, Jeremy, je/tL are indeed married ?" said the Doc- 
toTy with a most meful visage, and holding both my hands 
in both his own. 

** Certainly ; I trust I am. Don't you wish me jov, 
Harry?'* 

"Joy? Hum! I would, — ^heartily, — if you had bu- 
ried a wife ; I wont, as you have married one. 
• Fuvarxa Sa-rTSiv xjertftfov Itfriv if yof^erv." 

"Tenderly cooed, most mournful widower! Why, 
man, have your eyes shrunk into the bottomless pit of 
your stomach, that you cannot see there's as great plea- 
sure in marrying such a girl as Beatriz as in burying such 
a giantess as Susan ? Susan, — a cow -girl of Brobdig- 
nag ! Beatriz, — an angel !" 

" Angel ! 'Gad, Jerry, if you give her wings, she 
may return the favour by presenting you with horns, — 
and then what a couple of beasts you wiH have made of 
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yourselves! Faith, you may have a race of children 
equal to the fabulous griffins ! — But don't look so grave, 
man, — your wife is an angel, if you so like her to bejr- 
and as handsome a one, by my soul, as Mohammed ever 
put into his Paradise ; but you know what the Severians, 
and followers of Andronicus say — '^Mulierem supra 
opus Dei, infra autem ab umbilico diaboli."* 

" Rail on, — I see how it is with you. Smith, — you 
harnessed yourself abreast with a raw country-wench, 
as ugly as an Ogress, and in temper like the devil, or Xan- 
tippe, (which is much the same,) — and now, yoa are 
jealous of my happiness, because I am linked with a fine, 
-sensible, heroic girl, as beautiful as a Houri, and who 
loves me to distraction." 

** Heroic, egad ! You'll find^ soon, that a woman can't 
have heroism without being something of the Amazon : 
and as for your beauty, and love ! wait a few months, my 
Adonis, — the fire that bums so fiercely must soon come 
to ashes, and then your furnace is likely to go to some 
other hearth to be replenished. Take care of that beau- 
ty, Jerry. You have already been a scabbard for it; 
yesterday, for the same bauble, you thought you should 
swing like a sign, between two posts ; in the next ele- 
gant transformation, we shall have you butting like a 
ram. — O! a woman is the devil any way !f "Si. ^ 

pulchram duxeris, babe bis xoivy^v :" and hum ! — " Si 

deformen, habebis ^oivo^v." 

" Come, come, Smith, — this is going too far. — But, ^ 
no matter, you are privileged. No one that knows you 



* EnpBAH. adv. Haregea—^itante Scberzero. 

t And, by transposition, I suppose, tAe devil i» a woman any wag. Tk( 
monks, at least, would appear to bave thought so ; fOr, in an iUumlnattNl Ifi^ 
which 1 have id my possession, where the holy men have painted the devil 
tempting a father of the church, (St Anthony, perhaps,) while they have tat- 
nished the former with horns, wings, tail, and the other regalia of fatanie 
majesty, they have added the mammary disttnctions of a female, generou^ 
developed, and tipped, (or nippled, ut ita dicam,) most temptingly wnh goU.-* 
By the by, the rounded visage of the saint wean a most relenting ezpnsMOl^ 
(while his bible aeemi about to change its owner,) whether at the lii^ of At 

{taps, or their gilding, I leave to those to say, who are better vened tku I •• 
n the secntB of papatry. 
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pect any thing decent out of your mouth. And as 
modesty which might teach you to conceal your 
ts, any one that sees you will ^wear you want it,-^ 
ice is too red to blush, and, if you wished to hide 
If, your belly wouldn't let you." 
avo, Jerry ! you take a joke the right way. O, 
make a passive husband ! Here, deoTy — flace them 
right cfn the forehead, love. Ha, ha, ha T' 
ell. Smith, you have had your jest ; I must leave 



>w." 



>, no, Levis, — ^not so soon. I have not told you yet 
e good things I kno^ of matrimony." 
It you forget, it will not do to leave the company so 
That soul of etiquette, my upright father-in-law, 
never forgive me such a breach of politeness. — 
Smith, you must excuse me. I am just married, 
iber, — and a young wife, in spite of your jests, is 
company than an old friend." 
id it is because you are just married that I have 
sre. No, no, you shall not leave me till I have 
ed my sermon, — which I mean you to repeat 
irself, to-night, by way of curtain-lecture, — the . 
^iloquy of the kind you are likely henceforth to 
- until you are a widower ; for we all know on 
side of the bed curtain-lectur^s originate." 
as in vain I tried to escape. The Doctor thrust, 
her, forced) his huge fingers through the button- 
f my coat, and held me before him, till he had run 
li a satire on the sex, a thousand times more abusive 
lie 6th of Juvenal, and scarcely more decent, — 
ibellished with innumerable quotations from authors 
lever before heard of;* for the Doctor was blessed 



may amase the reader, I subjoin a few of these quotations. Epiphn- 
of the followers of Lucius. — " Coajugium ut opus et prtBceptum diaboli 
It,** (Hm-et. xliii.) ; of Saturnilux,— " Matrimonium contrahere 
re ex Sataaa dixit." {Ibid. torn, li lib. i.) ; of Tutian,— "Matrimo- 
ne muliereni diaboli inventiont^m et opus dixit," {Ibid, xlvi.) ; andfn 
t.we have,— *' ffydroparastata matrimonium scortattonem atque dia- 

.. II. 27 
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with a memory of high-pressure power, and alilHrary,QB 
whose shelves the modem volumes figured among the 
vollum-covered tomes, something as the planets do among 
the fixed stars, or a ruby in its setting, — I mean, in num- | 
her and appearance, not in value. 

When, however, 1 was permanently settled as a msr- 
ried man, — ^that is to say, when the ceremonies of vinta, 1 
&c. d^c. d^c. (no trifling matters in Chunana— -) were ' 
over, and I sat on my own sofa, in my own house, with ' 
my own, dear little Beatriz, the happy mistress <^ it and ' 
me, — the misogamist seemed to change his sentiments. '• 
Almost every day he passed an hour or two with me and |) 
my bride, towards whom he manifested an affection like ti 
that of an elder brother for a favourite sister^ — a warmth ^ 
of feeling, that surprised as well as pleased me, since, till I 
then, I had. never known the doctor to evince theleait > 
fondness for any thing but* gopd eating and good read- f 
ing. — Once, when I rallied him 6n this phenomenon, ha 
gaily answered, << Ah, ha, Jerry ! Falstaff after Mistre0 
Ford? What did I tell you about handsome wives? 'fi 



bolicam conjanctionem appell^runt," (Hmret. Fab. Lib. i.) — ^Vide Bcheiierai%| 
(Syst. Tkeol. — Locus zxvii. De Coqjugio), who cites Uieae ftttbera uid lMnll*f| 
juflt aa I have given them, with many more equally ludicrous. — One 



say these grave theologians must have had sad experience. Tbe tni»h is, it li^ 
with, men satirists, (I speak now of Dr. Smith, and his lieatiiwi wttadj j 
and women satirized, as with the man and the lion : — wen tbe mindi ni ^ 
occupations of the two sexes to suffer an interchanga for a time, tbs imIh 
would have the wo.stof it, — and 1 believe, upon my soul, witb Justice.— The 
best and the worst that eau be said of dear woman is this ; — 

TcjflTvov xaxov flri(puxjv dv^fwiroi^ yuv^. 

The satire is meant for her ; but it turns, I think, on u». There are bmb 
who see neither good nor evil in women, and wonder whatpoets and roauuN** 
can find in them to ralk about, and cry loudly against the foals that waste tlKtf ' 
time &c. in pursuing nothing, — that is, they ^ 

" Compound for sins they are inclin*d to, ' ] 

" Hy damning others theyVe no mind to," — 

(the case, indeed, with all men) ; but to us, that are troubled withctitalaqt*"' ■. 
titles of taste and imagination, womra certainly prove a xoxov,— «fbr tb^ F^ j*3 
the very devil with us. Heaven knows how many Ikhus I have wasted !■ ■HCii 
votions at the altar of beauty ! hours I would now recall, (perhaps to WSL 
them in the same way,) ; but, then, I was twenty,— now, I am aizty, and taw«*ni 

xocxov without its qualifying a4jective. \ ^ 
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Nil^ram doxeris :' Beware, my Pan! they are 

(rowing. 

. , Aodftll for taidiiifliorai on hit mooOi forehead itar'd.*' 

ft 

< Psha, my dear Doctor ! what would set Cupid to grop- 
ilig for a heart in that great meat-cask of thine?" 
[touching delicately, with the tip of my index finger, the 

luobilical button of his nether integuments.) '^ Why, 

the very fact that he would more easily find it there than 
in that little tea-urn of thine. Dost think, dolt, that this 
piDtiiberance of the lower man is caused by the stomach 
and ita journeymen intestines ! The heart, the heart's in 
fiult ! During the hfe-tiine of my lamented Susan, the 
ofgan was subject to such dculy enlargement, that it got 
jpto n habit of swelling, which, continuing to the present 
linie, has produced the appearance you see, — and, heighp ! 
it will never cease, I fear, but with my life. — Jeremy^ my 
ifiiendy" (concluded the fat leech, while he took my hand, 
iJUid bis ruddy countenance assumed a look such as Come- 
dy might wear, if she attempted to ape the manners of 
her melancholy sister,) — " your poor Harry was doomed, 
y^fon in his mother's womb, to die oi fungus amaid» 
^te."— To Beatria, Smith was always a pleasant coro- 
yjpafiim^ and she would laugh at his jokes till actually 
"•sUiged, in very weakness, to beg him to desist. These 
jokes, assuredly were not always of the most delicate 
kind ; but then Beatriz was a Spanish girl, and excused 
fte high seasoning for the sake of the dish,*— peiiiaps, 
.(Vfy liked the latter the better on ^hat account, — ^for when 
Women are married their tastes do alter wonderfully. 

This intimacy continued for about five months, when 

tbe jolly M • D. began to make his visits less frequent, 

JAdy when made, to curtail them of what, from custom, 

;IMm1 beeome tlieir just limits. Yet did not the doctor show 

iiniself the less facetious ; but, always good-humoured, 

^ came laughing and laughable, and went away as he 
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came. When I plied him with firiendly reproaches ofl 
the apparent diminution of his afection, he excused 
self on the plea of increased business, or answered 
a joke, — such as ; — < He had too much respect for 
honour, to visit me too often ;' — < He was devoting evi 
leisure hour to his obstetrical studies, in preparation 
a certain case, which he saw was getting ready for 
and on which, from his overflowing love and admiratii 
for the parties concerned, he was determined to b 
such skill, as had never been displayed to the children 
women since the days of Tamar.' 

It happened, however, that, about this time. Smith wi 
much teased by some of his friends for the frequency 
length of his visits to a certain young female of mix 
blood, whose parents had both lately died under his 
nagement. When I joined in the persecution, and bim 
mysteriously, that I now could account for my seeing 
so seldom, the doctor turned up his brazen nose in 
gust, talked of Susan, and swore '* he had had too nii 
of the devil's blood in one woman to wish to meddle 
his complexion in another,' — and concluded by asse 
very gravely, that * the girl was his patient,' and 
moreover, < as he had deprived her of both her pa 
it was but right he should do all in his power to afford 
consolation.' My wife, when she heard him, shook 
head very sagaciously, laughed, and said, — < There 
no knowing ;' — ^ Englishmen were less scrupulous, oi 
such points, than Spaniards;' — <The nralatta was de* 
cidedly handsome, and still more decidedly rich ;' — 9sA 
^ Stranger matches took place every day.' For myself}^ 
as I thought the matter not worth thinking about, I 
laughed with Smith, or laughed against him, according to 
my humour. — And thus, for a month, were the proceef* 
ings of the doctor very interestingly enveloped in myrt^ 
ry, — as codfish is kept warm at table by being wrapped 
in a napkin^. ^ 
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Immediately after the earUiqiiake of December 1797, 
[t1^ eoceeeding monthy) a great change took place in the 
nanneTS of oar medical hero. At least, so I have heard ; 
for I was too much occupied with my own afflictions to 
note the troubles of others, (as the reader will learn in 
the next chapter.) The Doctor not only appeared to 
have lost tdl gaiety of temper, bat acted as Uioagh his 
wits were baried in the ruins of his dwelling. He would 
start at every Uttle noise, like a child that has been 
reading of ghosts, (though I never knew him to be afiraid 
of any thing animate or inanimate, except, — according 
to his own confession,— of a certain thing called Susan,) 
and press his hands to his head, as though the latter were 
stiU aching from the concussion of the earth ; and, when 
dtktd what ailed him, he would fall to cursing the city, 
and H^ffiwifig the earthquakes, and swear that, rather 
- Aan spend another year in Cumana, he would make a 
vteeond Empedocles, and bury himself at once in the 
kbowels of iEtna. Then, after cutting a few more didos, 

(if I may apply so vulgar a phrase to a man of the Doc 
^:lor's refinement,) he would add, more quietly, that his 
ft&iends mast not be surprised if he lefl the place in a 
||Week. An excellent caution this ! for, sure enough^ be- 
i^fara the expiration of many days, it was discovered that 
bl)r. Henry Smith, without leave-taking, was safely sailing 
ton his way to England, — and — wonderful effect of earth- 

fiakes, and congeniality of sentiment ! that the fair 

^latta had taken her departure, al the same time, for the 
^^ne land, and in the same conveyance. 

"^» if ^^^ocr I marry again — /" had said the Doctor, 
*Qme few months before, — and the doctor bit his lip^ to 
^low ike earnestness of his resolution.* fiut we are all 
&afl creatures ! and so — the Doctor took his second 



* S«e page 280 of thii yolome. 
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Let U8 DOW imitate the flight of Shakspeare's Chorus.— 
Passing over time and space, on wings like the eagles' 
that bore Munchausen, we alight in a beautiful little cot- 
tage, most l^eautifully situated near a thriving village, ia 
one of the richest districts of England,— ^it matters not 
which, — say thine own,, dear Reader. It is the domicile 
selected by the good taste of the jolly Doctor, and bought 
with the rich purse of the jolly Doctor's wife. 

And how agreed the white, or — ^rather, the r^d skin and 
the yellow? the blazing sun and the moon? 0,the sun 
and moon being in conjunction, an eclipse took place.^ 
fiut, in direct defiance of astronomy, and in the very face 
of previous facts, it was the moon, this time, that was ob- 
scured, and not the greater'luminary. Smith had been a 
slave to his former wife, — be was the master of this^ 
and, as it is your beaten subject that makes your beating 
despot, (just as it is your nam homineSy your grubs, gene- 
rated in the filth of the people, that are most apt to ques* 
tion the respectability of better insects, — flies ab origine*\ 
so the Doctor shook over Carlota the rod which Susan 
had shaken over him. And yet he did it all in good- 
Hiature, — all for amusement, — as boys pelt frogs with 
stones, or pinch ofl' the legs of grasshoppers ; and his 
very caresses were those of a tamed lion, whose tongue 
takes the skin from the hand it licks in fondness. Thus ; — 



* Is he genteel 7 Is she genteel ? Who are M«y, — / never see them any 
tphere ? Stars and garters ! that such questions should be asked of us by the 
grandsons and granddaughters of our grandfathers' shoeblacks ! Yet do wt 
lirar them every day, wherever wealth is power, and self-assurance dignity,— 
that is, wherever the candle of revolution sends its li^'ht to attract the ephe- 
meral, buzzing moths, and drive back to their holes the ancient, quiet spiders,— 
(which catch these pretty moths, and suck their juices.)* In the U. States, 
where the national diversion is leap frog and the cry of every little froctand- 
trowsers, J'y turn next!, this puffincss of fungosity,— (I did not think my dis- , 
tended mental bladder could have relieved itself with such felicity pf exprer 
sioD,— } vegetates to an enormity hysterically. ludicrous^ 

* I am no more an aristocrat , or monarchist, than 1 am a republican. 1 but 
amuse myself with laughing at the ex esslve follies of the private vulgar, v 
with sneering at the foolish excesses of the vulgar public ; while I believe, aod . 
know, that, for one evil *• xistent in a popular form of government, there are tea i^ 
in any of its opposites <l 

But what have this Note and Note upon Note to do with the page ? Nothitf- 
They are bones for reviewers. 1 have a cjmical afi^tion for the yolpim 4vtl- 
nipedt, and love to indulge them,— 4tnder the table. 



( 
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e would caU hit wife, << Cone here, yon little devil !" 
ad make her ait en the floor, and pull off* his boots, and, 
iien the operation was finished, would thrust his feet in 
•r ftce, and push her down ; then, after laughing heartily 
t her tears, he would throw his arms about her neck, 
■d, while the poor bootjack was in the agonies of stran- 
Illation, cry, *< Well, it doesn't signify, — ^you are a good 
Dttl, Loty, though your skin is yellow 1" 
- Nor evefi did the hours sacred to sleep bring rest un- 
token ta the poor woman. Frequently, her husband would 
rake in the middle of the night, stretch himself with a 
;runt, and kick. her out of bed, — ^then apologize, kiss his 
^y , and tell her he had been dreaming. There wore in- 
lumerable other childish tricks that seemed to give him 
»ecalii£r pleasure ; of which take the following as an in- 
tance.*— Waking one morning a little before daylight, 
md knowing that his wife was a strong sleeper, and al- 
i^ays lay till eight o'clock, when undistusbed, he rose 
imietly, and, calling up his servant, bade him go round to 
the neighbouring houses, and ' knock up' all their te- 
Dtnts,— 4)eggiog they would < come, for God's sake, to his 
BMwter's assistance, as his master's wife had cut her 
throat, and was dying.' When the neighbours came, 
nuen and women, almost breathless from the haste into 
which their alarqi and curiosity had impelled them, the 
servant, according to his orders, bade them enter the 
room without ceremony, — and there lay Mrs. Smith, 
quietly sleeping in bed, and the Doctor stretched beside 
her, snoring with a trumpet-sound, and each crowned, by 
way of nightcap, with an earthen vessel very appropriate 
to bed furniture, having the handle directly over the 
nose. 

For twenty long years, Mr. and Mrs. Suiith contrived 
to live together, without once attempting to scratch 
out- each other's eyes. At length Death, growing tired 
of his steward, handed him his^ ticket of dismissal^bidding 
him leave the premises very quickly. Carlota, probably 
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fetring that the doctor would ntot be reidjr enongli in 
obeying the last HinimoM of so good m ttsstet, sent fti 
one of the medical fraternity. The physicgiTer csoMf, 
with all the haste required in a baaiDeas saeh as his, so 
vitally important. (7b rum like m lamfliglaer m pro?«r- 
bial,— and I believe the rodfl^ JixO^ dealer in oil, wickf, 
and matches, displays the same expedition in estingairii- 
ing the lamps as when he lights or trims them.*} Tbe 
first salutation that met his ears, on his entering the sick- 
chamber, was from a very peculiar voice, which, half 
cracked by weakness, half smothered in the bed-clodieB, 
cried to him, — 

" What the devil brought you here ?" 

«What? Heh? Ha? Jtfe ?— Hum !— Mrs. Smith, 

sir, " 

<< 0, she did, did she ! Then Mrs. Smith will please 
to take you back." 

The astonished ibis looked first at tbe mulatto lady, or, 
a» I should say, Creole, (for as such the Doctor took care 
to pass her on his neighbours,) then towards the sick-bed, 
then towards the door ; but recollecting, I suppose, that 
he belonged to no vulgar tribe of birds, he raised Ids 
head, hopped nearer to the invalid, and, opening his beak, 
began,— 

*< I meant to say. Dr. Smith, that Mrs. Smith kindly 

sent to me, out of regard for your health, and " 

' << Very kindly, indeed ! She's a prudent woman, Mrs. 
Smith. But, as it is Mrs. Smith that sent for you, I sap- 
pose it is Mrs. Smith that will entertain you ; for 1 
sha'n't." 

The repulsed physician looked once more on the lady, 
but, this time, with a smile that seemed to say. Ah, I see 
how it is ! your husband is not in his right mind ; and 



* Tbe opentions for birth^ rettarotionj and dutmetia*, in Uw jnaloitiii 

profeMkm.— tbat to, Ob»tetrie»^ with U» Tkeorjf^ and PrmUSf of Madtetee.-' 

(iiiere,— wbicli is the more naefiil,— «n enligiiteninc body of meft, or aa es- 

)if btened body of men 1 I know wblcb is tiie mora lominoua,— # loop of 

reaiii, or a putrid clam; 
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ind the smile was repeated, when the sick man added, 
a a different tone, — " However, since yonhre here, I may 
18 well try yoor skill. Come, — begin." 

The doctor sat down by the bed, looked, felt, ques- 
ioned, canted a little, and, -afler much preface, told his 
MUient * he must prepare for the worst, as there were no 
l&opes for him.' 

*< And is that all you have to tell me ?" was the ques« 
tion put calmly in reply by the patient. 

** I can say no more, sir." 

«* Than that I must die 1" 

"Yes." 

«* What a d d fool, then, you must be, to take all 
this trouble ! to tell me what I knew when I was jost big 
enough to kill flies ! — Why, look you here, you man of 
gallipots and syringes, — 1 can teach you more, myself! 
I shall not live, sir^ twelve hours." 

** Madam," gravely said the man of gaUtpUs and sy^ 
ringes to Mrs. Doctor Smith," your husband certainly 
has it here," (touching his little round forehead with a 
liwefinger ;) '* but it's a jolly delirium. If there were 
ttl|IIDy such death -beds, men would have as little fear of 
dying» as— of marrying," (with a beautiful bow to the 
yellow lady.) 

"Hullo, you stupid poulticer!" squeaked the sick 
lion, — (he could not roar, — ) " if men '^ould have a fore- 
taste of the jo} s of both, they would rather, a thousand 
times, go to bed with that he thing Death, than with Sin, 
his moUier." 

" For the wages of sin are deathj** added a deep, sepul- 
chral voice, at the door. It issued from the lungs of the 
fievd. Canton Graves, who had entered the room just in 
time to hear the last six words, and mistake their appli- 
cation. 

" And the curse of death is the parson," feebly growled 
the vrnce from the bed. — ^< This, I suppose, is another 
spechnen of Mrs. Smithes kind regard for tny- health ! — 



F 
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Wife!" (Carlota approached her ttiairteir.) » Bead fa I 
the lawyer. No staring, woman ; do as I bid yoa. Til 
have clapped Divinity and Physic, one on eiUief iid6 d 
rae, (or. rather, one at my head and the other on Of 
belly,) because I waa fool enough, this mondng, to p» 
mise you a speedy dirorce; now you iriiaO Manltto 
rascal. Law, at my feet, — and I will bid farewell, at mfi^ 
to the three professions, that have tried their best, throa^ 
my life, to puzzle my brains, worry my guts, nndttif^ 
my heels, — thank God, without success." 

Carlota had submitted to the yoke, in patience, top Vng 
to be restive now, when it was so soon to be slipped fitoB 
her neck, — and the lawyer was sent for ; but the Rerd. 
Mr. Graves thought it incumbent upon him to reprove die 
dying man for his levity, and prepare him to make Ub 
exit with more of the seriousness becoming in tragedy.* 

" Stop, Mr. Graves," said Smith ; — " it is my wift 
that invited you hither, not I, — if, therefore, yoirbe 
pleased to remain, you will please to wait till I shall bt 
ready." 

" Doctor," meekly inquired the physician in attend* 
ance, " sha'n't I prepare you some little something M 
may give you ease ? your breath grows short — " 

<< It wont be long before it will be shorter. — ^Yes, do as 
you please." 



* Th« reader mmt not sui^oie I approve of my friend*! conduct aiqr b*^ 
than Mr. Graves ; if I paint the devil, I muat give him his attributes. Snttk 
was a believer in a creating, thoug hnot an over-ruling Pr. videnoe : and, wUMi 
in admiration of the wonderous beauties of creation, he would aomeliMSgive 
vMit to expressions of reverence tb<«t were surprisiiig, as coaaiuf ftoB a nu 
who appeared to have nothing serious in his compositiou, he flmly bdievii 
tbat mankind differed flrom tlie rest of animals merely by an infinite supsrisii^ 
of physical construction, which presented, in the brain, a finer maiMs, isv 
were, fi»r that invisible, and •SMiete'-Ml, sculptor, the Mind, to worlc upon, uA 
produce the different impressions of Keason, imagination, Hmnoor, •e.'- 
whence arise those thoughts and feelinp, which are attributed Co another agetfi 
a Soul,— and that, as In brutes the mind and body, bom togetiier, and isaN< 
together, connected breast and breast, (if I may so say— like the twins of Siam.) 
has tbs same limits of existence, so it is in men.— How he aMOQiited for thtf 
imnuUrita " sculptor," and explained its nature, and by what rMsoniat bi 
endeavoured to saaport bis dangeioas theory, cannot of conns be vrm v^ 
mated in anote. 1 may one day give them, at l«rge, in a treaUie I pvpofe 
jrriting on" Moral Edae«tion.** ^^ '^ 
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ghted at this scarce expected acquiescence, Mr* 
er began to fidget, bustle, and rummage, among 
als, boxes, and other rubbish of his medical bro- 
while the latter, — with the love of humour which 
proach of death seemed only to render more eager 
joyment, as it increased the distance between it 
objects, — appeared to take pleasure in directing 
the exact places wherein to find the particular ar* 
le wanted. 

sngth the dose is prepared, — and offered, ^' Set it 
stand beside me," says the dying doctor. The cup 
ced within his reach. — " Carlota.*' Carlota ap- 
les. — " fione of my bone, and flesh of my flesh, — 
masses through you must work in me. Here, swaU 
is stuff, if you like ; for damn me if I will." 
, swear not, in an hour — " began the clergyman ; 

I this moment, the village lawyer, Mr. Sliedogto 
em, entered the apartment. 

Low d'ye do, Mr. Catchem?" Mr. Cutchem made 
ws, — several, general, yet particular. — " Mr. Catch- 
have sent for you to draw up my will." Mr. 
lem stared ; and so did Carlota stare ; for they 
not think what the Doctor had found of his own to 
aih. — " Very well, sir," replied the pettifogger, — 

II do it with pleasure, sir." The paper was got 
; the ink and pens lay waiting to be used. — " Stop," 

he dying man, as the limb of the law was compla- 
f passing its thumb over the paper to make the lat- 
3 unwrinkled, — " I have changed my mind. I be- 
I will write it myself. You three shall be my ere- 
IS — I mean, my credible witnesses ;" — and, to the 
ise of all present. Smith, being propped up with pil- 
, and a book to hold the paper being set before him, 
i strength to act as his own secretary. 
B wrote as follows : — 

. meeting of the Society of Undertaktn, held paimuit to ipecUl notk« 
) into conilderation the propriety of paying iom« tiilnittt of n^eet to the 
cy of their late patron, Henry Smith, H. D., the Bevd. Oaaton QraTft, 



i 
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(Trcadt. cz iff.) wm calM to the cteir, aai Mr. Blte J imB Catekca, (lecort. 
Sec «x •/.) a^ Mr. Sqoertwel Cadieler. (a patnm of the aoclc^J wen ar 
pointed eeereiartoiL Wbereapon,— the Ctaairmaa haviag elated the olgael of the 
meetiag, aod dilated opmi the eztraoidiiiaiT virtaaa of the daeeaeed, *■ dam 
arte awdeodi,' the foUovriag reaolotioiiB were iiiiaalaioaeti adnimd : — 

JU»0 l9 0dj thattiaeoBMnemoratiiigthe km which tfaia Social, aad aocktj hi 
general, have eaetained b]^ the death of Dr. dmith, we eouMMaMMaae the loaiof 
a maa, whoee prole wkmal oMriie ao eoAu caa eoaeeal, iior ateoad ahaU ea- 
velop, aad who, with oapreeedented dkintereatediteaB, after he had heU, for 
onay years, hie eaergieeaerewed down to their tifhteai, to haep decay asloBf 
aa pooelbie from the iMMuds of the aoeiety, eabml^ed hlwwelf hia own §aal 
captiTe, to the bande of death, aad therefey capped the eHaiaz of Ub beadlti.— 
Therefore, 

Res0lvtd, that, as a feeMe testimonv of respect to his mrmnrj, thff anailirni nf 
this Society wear the nsoal badge of monraiag, on the left arm, fiM" thiity days. 
And further, that the fesiiags of theSocieQf towards so great a ana, BHy be ei- 
tensiTely known, and thereby more generally sympathized with, 

R**0lvedf tliat the iMt>ceedlngsof thi» meeting be signed bj the C^afaakaa, aad 
Secretaries, and pobliAed in all tlie daily pi^ieis. 

And, on motion of one of the memlwrs, it -was nnanimooaly resolved— that, 

holding this a precedent woithy to be followed, the Society will liereaAer, on 

the death of any physician, pay a like tribate of respect, as being one demanded 

. by common decency to be rendered to all the Patrons of the Society, iadlTldii- 

ally as well as collectively. 

Having finished, afler many interruptions from weak- 
ness, this novel kind of will, Smith doubled down the 
written portion of the sheet, so as to conceal it, and 
called upon the clergyman to sign his name. << May I 
not see what I subscribe ?" asked Mr. Canton Graves. 
" No sir," replied the testator, — " You subscribe nothing; 
you only witness that I wrote the above."...." That is all, 
sir," subjoined Mr. Sliedogto Catchem ; and the divine 
affixed his signature as desired, and afler him the sons of 
Physic and the Law, each his respective signature. 

" Now," continued the dying man, — but with consi- 
derable difficulty, and many breaka in his language, 
(which, unnoted in the printing, I leave my reader to 
imagine,) — " I must settle with you gentlemen. — To be- 
gin with the lowest. Loty, you yellow devil, you will find 
my new black cassimere breeches in the smallest ward- 
robe. My purse and pencil-case are in the pockety. 
Hand it to Mr. Catchem, with your eyes shut, that he may 
pick the pockets of what he pleases without being seen. 
So much for the Law. — For you. Doctor, as I suppose 
you would deem it derogatory from the dignity of your 
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profession to take a fee from a brother quack, and as, be- 
sideSy I have heard you well spoken of for skilfulness in 
Idlliiig, I bequeath to you, in presence of these witnesses, 
«U my drugs, pill-boxes, clyster-pipes, etc. — and may you 
do with them ten times the mischief that I did. — For you, 
leTerend sir,— come hither. I have nothing to leave you,* 
— my wife will join the fee for marriage sacrament, and 
burial service. 111 be sworn to it ; but I have a favour 
to ask." The minister approached, and sat down by the 
head of the bed, — doubtless, expecting that the repro- 
bate was about to confess the errors of his creed, and 
retract them under his own pious reasoning. 
"You have a cow, Mr. Graves." 

^c Sir I" 

*' You have a cow, sir." 

"Yes." 

"I have observed it pasturing, occasionally, in the 
churchyard. I beg you will keep the animal under lock 
smd key, when I'm a tenant there ; for I shall lie with 
my face upwards." 

T%e clerg3rman started from his seat, in horrour at this 
ill-timed jesting. Just then the Doctor, with a sudden 
exertion of his little lingering strength, reached his arm 
from the bed, and overturned the stand, which held the 
medicine, ink, and other liquids. The reverend gentle- 
man, endeavouring to save his satin breeches from the 
soil of the falling articles, made a backward move, 
brought himself into contact with the body of the physi- 
cian, and both parties fell prostrate on the floor, with the 
stand on top of them. The dying wag looked at his work 
a moment, turned gravely over on his pillow, and spoke 
no more for many hours, — except to mutter occasional 
indistinct sounds. Let us hope they were in prayer. 



* HiB UtNrary he had left to me, in a testament regularly aignedi lealed, and 
witoeaaed, — and bearing date in the year 1798,— the very^^ame in which he 
look French leave of his ftiends in Cumana. 

Vol. n. 28 
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Towards midnight he called to his wife, who watched 
beside him. " Are they gone, Carlota ?" 

'< Who, Doctor ?" ( — the simple wench never presumed 
to call her husband by his name-— ) '* the gentiemeD 

that — r 

" Tea, the owls that were mousing here. Hare they 
taken wing, yet ?" 

'< Sta, Maria / I did think they had wings, they made 
such haste " 

<< Carlota." His voice was feeble, and much broken. 
" I have never treated you well, my good girl. You must 
forgive me. — And hark ye, you spawn of the devil, — if 
you ever meet that — Mr. Levis, you have heard me 
speak of, — ask him, if he remembers — ^how he and I— 
pep — peppered old Cordery's— " He essayed to laugh, 
but the sound became a rattle in the throat. Death, hear- 
ing the lamp thus sputter, advanced in haste, clapped his 
extinguisher upon it, and Harry Smith was snuff. 

^ Fare thee well, great stomach /' One of my earliest 
companions, — my second friend, my latest, — I love to 
think of thee, and all thy thousand humours, ever merry, 
and the wrinkles of laughter bury those of age, when 
Memory, true to thy beauties, stands thee before me in all 
the unmeasured grandeur of thy person, makes thy little 
pig eyes once more twinkle, and tints with new fire the 
< blushing honours ' of thy nose. Even now hast thou 
beguiled me of more space than I intended to bestow 
upon the last act of thy farce of life, and the Utde chap- 
ter , fed upon thy scraps, fat Harry, has grown impercep- 
tibly, against my wishes, to the adult size of fiileen pages. 
Once more — * Fare thee well, great stomach!^ and 

' Good nigbt, good Doctor.' 
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CHAPTER XI. 

Ah ! then snd there was hurrying to and f^o, 
And gathering tean, and tremblings of diftrese, 
And cheeks aU pale, which but an liour ago 
Vhith'd at the prain of their own iovelineM. 

CkOde Harold. 

" WsiiL, my dear, if I must repeat it, I do assure you, 
QQ my word of honour, the story is totally without foun- 
dation. Does not this satisfy you ?" 
*< No, it does not, you deceitful, tantalizing, harbarous 
. man !" (women are always vulgar, when in a passion— ) 
' **k but confirms my suspicions." 

** Why what, in the name of God, would you have me 

I dd, inadam ! If I laugh at your reproaches, it enrages 

I jmi ; if I show myself indignant, you weep ; if I calmly 

assert my innocence, you, without hesitation, impeach 

' TOUT husband's honour, and abuse him as deceitful, tanta- 

Uimgf barbarous. I'll no longer be the fool of these 

lenseless jealousies. If I cannot find, at home, the 

quiet happiness I look for in the society of a wife, I will 

leek it elsewhere." The husband took up his hat to leave 

the room. 

The wife altered her tone directly. She threw herself 
i)ack On the sofa, and spreading her hands, (they were 
exquisite — ad unguem,) before her face, to hide the tears 
which really did flow, and flow against her will, she said, 
-*-" You no longer love me." 

Down went the hat. ** Not love you, dearest ! Who 
is it, now, that is tantalizing, and barbarous /" 

The lady, sobbing, threw both her arms around the 
neck of her husband, and the gentleman, of course, could 
not but suffer one of his to encircle the waist of his wife. 
''How can you," said the gentleman, kissing away the 
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tears from the very beauti^ eyes of the lady, — "How 
can you, love, indulge in fancies that render you misenu 
ble, and distress me ! Has not my conduct, ever since 
our marriafi^, evinced a fondness increasing rather thas 
diminishing ? or, have we been united so long, that I 
should be weary of your beauties ?" (A kiss on the part 
of the gentleman ; but no return, of any kind, from the 
lips of the lady.) ''You are silent, dearest. Tell me 
now what I shall do to satisfy you : then banish for ever 
these suspicions, as unworthy of yourself and me." 

'' There is, indeed, one thing that you might — -^^ 

" And that 1" 

*\ Promise -^ O, promise me never again to see that 
hateful Seikfta Sirenaf^* 

Up went the hat again. '' Madam," said the gende- 
man, in a manner particularly decisive, — " this is cany* 
ing matters a little too far. I am not yet a dotard, that I 
should give up society, and stay within doors to nurse my 
wife's queasiness. Whatever concessions I may make , 
at home, I certainly am not disposed to render myself 
ridiculous abroad. — When you are in the humour, 
madam, to put that confidence in your husband's honour, 
which he feels he deserves of you, I will return." The 
gentleman was at the door.> 

" Will you then leave me in anger ?" The lady had 
that * excellent thing in woman,' a sofl voice, in perfec- 
tion ; and every body knows, (that is, every body with a 
heart,) that sadness is a rare cutler for giving a ddkaUi 
irresistible edge to a woman's voice. 

'' Not if you do not wish it, dearest." And, as he 
spoke, the arm of the gentleman rested on the back of 
the sofa where the lady was seated. 

'' Forgive me !" then exclaimed the lady, rising in tears 
that were of the mule kind, (begotten by pleasure on sad- 
ness,) and casting herself upon the neck of her huf- 
band : — '" I will never, never again, question your aflfec- 
tion !" A kiss given and returned, — another, — and the 



i 
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arties were reconciled, to quarrel again, and again be 
9Conciled, before bed4ime. 

Ic wfts four months after marriage. The scene was at 
yumana ; the dramatis perwHm were Jeremy Levis, and 
ds wife Beatriz. 

Metkinks, at this, the unmarried romantic reader, of 
he masculine gender^ frowns in great displeasure, — the 
air, unmarried romantic reader, mutters AbominMe 
tfreiehf^' while the married, matter-of-fact reader, of 
»ther sex, exclaims loudly against me as a perjured 
nason, for betraying to the uninitiated the mysteries of 
natrimony. I am fallen into a bowl of slops ! Thus, 
KX>r fly, I struggle to the side of the veaafl, and cleanse 
ny clogged wings. My unmarried readers I answer, by 
*eminding them that I am not writing a romance, — my 
narried readers, by bidding them read on. 

By most persons the life I lived with Beatriz will not 
>e considered a happy one, inasmuch as it afforded no- 
hing of that easy, undisturbed enjoyment, which is gene- 
rally implied when we speak of happiness in married 
ife. It was no twilight calm, — cloudless, sunless, soft, 
md sleepy ; but a morning of alternate storm and sun- 
shine, — the landscape now bright in the splendour of a 
perfect heaven, then black with impending thunder, or 
wild with the unloosed fury of the tempest. — Beatriz did 
indeed love her husband with an afiection that knew no 
tiounds. Its ardour was even oppressive. She could 
scarcely bear to have me from her sight an instant ; — 
she would watch for me at the usual hour of my return 
from business, and, when she saw me coming, would run 
:o the door to bid me welcome, and actually impede my 
entrance into the house by her caresses, — and if, at any 
ime, languid or irritable from fatigue, I failed to meet her 
^th the warmth she looked for, she would tax me with a 
lecrease in my affection, and burst into tears, or passion - 
ite reproaches. Accustomed to see the marriage tie but 
ittle regarded by most of her acquaintances, (many of 

28* 
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whom, — on the male side of the contract,—- were liTiii||ad 
in the primitivfMftmplicity of the patriarchs of old,*) hmer 
jealousy, with regard to me, was ever on the watdblcl^ 
Merely to look upon another woman was sufficient tok < 
arouse suspicion ; to smile upon her was proof positive of |S 
guilt ; but to be seen chatting with her, in a comer, 
" solus cum sola," was at once to assess me in heavy da- 
mages on an action for crim. con. 'f^z 
Of the many objects of her jealousy, the one the most m 
obnoxious to my wife was the lady above named, — the p 
Senora Sirena. She was a widow, a native of Seville, ^ 
young and beautiful, sang enchantingly, and bore a great f= 
resemblance im * my ill-fated Agata. Of course, under ^. 
these circumstances, I could not but take particular plea- ;. 
sure in her society ; and, in so doing, I gave to Beatriz, * 
who would have me hate all women but herself, par- e 
ticular umbrage. I shall never forget one instance, in t 
which the violence of her feelings completely overcame fi 
the latter. We were with a small party at the Senora's 
one evening — niy wife and I. Our beautiful hostess took 
her guitar, — at my request. The music was melan- 
choly ; and the musician — she never had looked so like |^ 
poor Agata as then. Away flew my thoughts ; — Anda* K 
lusia--^ the place of the little brook — the peasant girl,— k 
the wliole scene of my first passionate love was before i^, 
me ; — and I forgot myself. That is to say, there rolled, i^ 
down either cheek of the sensitive Jeremy, a single drop ^' 
of that pellucid secretion, which canting novehsts are 
wont to term unmanly, (because they are ignorant of 
what is untcomanlyyif — and never dissected a lachrymal 



'*' Ne sit ancillo! tibi ainor pudori. — Hor. Cam. ii. 4. 
'J'hc ladies sometinios returned the compliment, kind for kind . — 
Ancillariolum tua te vocat uxor, et ipsa 
Lecticariola est. Estis, Alauda, pares. 

Mart. Epigram, xii. 56. 

t Strange as it may appear to those who are only accustomed to look at tlie 
fairer sex by the moonlight of romances, — and moonlight is very becoMtng to 
I lie complexion, — it is seldom we find in women that deep sensibility we are 
too oAen led to expect iti ihcm ftom the softness of their exterior,— though tfafT 
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•) I was not suffered to indulge in this delicious 
rvery ; for, immediately, my wife, exclaiinng, *^ It is too 
mch !" fell back into the arms of one of the ladies, and 
^ma carried from the room in convulsions. 

Had such scenes been too oflen repeated, had there 
een no extraordinary light to relieve the great depth of 
badow in the picture, my affection might have waned 
efore the honey-moon had run its last quarter ; but, as I 
tiMre said, ours was a life of alternate storm and sunshine, 
^d, when the tempest was over, so delightful was the 
idin that succeeded, it seemed I trod a path bestrewed 
^ith ffowers, and breathed an atmosphere that was 
cented with their sweets. 

But, whether happy in the main or not, this life of un- 
Qrtain joy, over whose sky of azure the lurid clouds 
;athered and passed to re-gather and repass, was but a 
ay - — a winter's day, — and thick night came of a 
udden, and sun and cloud were both gone, and darkness, 
old and dreary, and longer than that day had been, fell 



re very apt to affect it,— especially, if subscribers to a circulating library. A 
r<»naii, at the loss of a friend, or a bauble, cries till her organs of vision are of 
muemr dimensions, and her organ of smelling is of copper-tea kettle complex- 
an ; a man, deprived of his dearest possession, smothers his feelings, actually 
ramfries on them, and rises superior to their strugsles : the latter,— if a man ot 
eflneinent as well as sensibility,— finds his eyes^t affected by a generous sen- 
IttQpt; the former,— even though she |ceep a scrap-book, and write thread - 
mper poetry, — reads the same passage, and passes it without emotion, — or, if 
he bear it fttmi the stage, and the fences of her mouth happen to be well 
tidceted, it is ten to one she takes it for a jest, — because — pearl teeth are 
. more becoming set of ornaments than garnet eyes. 

However, women are dear creatures, after all ; and I love them still, in de- 
pite of their foil es, and my gray hairs Only, I would teach the reader, fresh 
rem works of fiction, to bring all things down to their proper level, to loelc on 
ife as it really is, — ridiculous in the cradle, ridiculous in the marriage-bed, 
IdicaiouB in the hearse — when life no longer.— The lesson is easy. As thus : 

Women are angels, great men are exempt from the infirmities of humanity. 
>o not works of fiction, (hs now written,) teaeh you 80 1 Go, — make love to 
-our mother's chambermaid, and purchase busts of poets, kings, and statesmen. 
fou are at the topmost round of the ladder ; now, for one leap to the bottom. 
Taney the lady of your heart's desire writhing in the agonies of a colic, and 
lur gracious sovereign in his shirt; or, give breuth lo the mighty dead, and 
«e Milton pause, in the midst of his contemplations of Heaven, to damn a flea— 
»r his wife, and Shakspenre amusing himself with the |Ht>creation of flies — (vid. 
[/ear, A. 4 Sc 6.)— O, I do love to make human nature my laughing-stock! 
; do love to watch this idol of puling poets and romancers, when she is about to 
letire for the night, and has laid aside her eyebrows and her teeth, and struts 
najsstic in a short chemise! Tesods! what pipe-stem legs! what pendulous 

■dders! what vaceeont tenuity of rump ! what Poor itdy! let oer draw 

be curtain. 



) 
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upon my spirits. — It was the 14th of December, 1797,— 
a day, when ahnost every individual in Cumana had hit 
own individual ihisfortunes, great or small, to grieve foi, 
yet even the greatest counted as a mere unit in the mutt 
total of the general calamity. I' was at the house of a 
Spanish gentleman, conversing with him on some matter 
of business, when suddenly it seemed as though the floor 
on which we stood was in motion, for, without any exer- 
cise of volition, I found myself staggering from my place 
like a drunken man. At the same time, the fomitiire in 
the room trembled as if shaken by the feet of dancersy 
the pictures rattled on the walls, and a small bit of plas> 
ter fell from the ceiling. With a cry of " Mercy, God!" 
my companion grasped me by the arm, and drew me 
from the house. The instant we reached the street, a 
loud subterranean noise was heard, — such a sound as one 
might fancy would be made by heavy artillery, discharged 
at a great depth beneath the surface of the ground ; theo 
the earth heaved with a strong convulsion; and, in a ^ 
second, scarcely one house m ten was lefl standing of 
the whole city of Cumana, — swept in pieces to the 
ground, like the parts of a puppet-show disjointed by a 
single movement of the hand of the player. 

Dizzy, as one who feels for the first time the rolling of, 
a ship at sea, almost stupefied by the horrours that thick- 
ened round me, so unprepared to meet them, I did not 
forget that there was one existence, still dearer to mc 
than mine own, involved in the perils of this fearful hour. 
My companion, flying for safety to the great square, 
would have led me with him ; but I broke from his 
friendly grasp, without a word, and forced my hurried 
steps through the streets, blocked up as they were with 
ruins, and thronged with people — a miserable crowd ! 
children calling on their parents, wives on their hus- 
bands, and none to answer, — numbers, of all ages, and 
both sexes, on their knees,^ invoking Heaven for mercy^ 
while braving, in their superstition, the very dangers from 
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^hich their own exertions might deliver them, — the 
roundedy and the dying, screaming for help, as they lay 
rushed beneath their fallen dwellings, or groaning in 
gonies from which they hoped for no rehef, saving in 
be death whose tardy coming they would fain hasten, — 
ad over all, and through all, Rapine striding with eager 
taps, rejoicing in her unmolested harvest. Then it 
W9LB that fieatriz, could she have observed me, had 
teen satisfied of my unwavering affection. For, as I 
taatened onward, turning an anxious eye to right and 
eft» in hopes that the object of my solicitude, warned 
o seek for safety in the open street, was now look- 
|ig for him who should support her in an hour so try- 
Dg^ a female, calling me by name, cast herself at my 
eet, and, clasping my knees, besought me, in the most 
piteous accents, to save her. It was Senora Sirena. 
), h6w powerful was the appealing beauty of her eyes ! 
3o had Agata looked, the night when she besought my 
jirotection. But I was not moved. Putting one hand 
before my face, that I might not meet the gaze I could 
lot answer as I would, I unclasped, with the other, the 
urms of the suppliant beauty, and exclaiming, earnestly^ 
'^ The square ! the square !" sprang from her side, and 
continued my way, — pitiless — but from necessity. 

Onward I pressed, no obstacle impeding long my course. 
A.t times, the ground trembled beneath my feet like the 
nirf in a meadow ; and thrice, as successive feebler shocks 
threw down some wall which the great convulsion had left 
standing, was my life in imminent danger ; yet, without a 
thought of myself, I passed rapidly from street to street, 
borne up by the giant strength of an excitement, that 
iras neither hope nor fear, but a mixture of both in the 
most intense degree. Soon I reached the quarter of my 
own residence ; I stood nigh the very spot where my own 
dwelling should be. Where was that dwelling now ? and 
where were the houses that had stood beside it — on the 
right — and lefl ? that had faced it ? All level with the 
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CHAPTER I. 

Viii pnellis nuper idonens, 
£t miliuivi non line gloria ; 
Nunc arma defunctomque bello 
Barbiton hie paries habebit. 

HoK.— Carok 



That thon art my son, I hare 
partly thy mother's word, partly my own opinion ; but chiefly, a yiHainoaa trick 
of thine eye, and a foolish hanging of thy nether lip, that doth warr^tme. 

Ut Pt, Hen, IV.- 

Could I ever love again ? It is a question to be an. 
swered only by conjecture. I had not yet completed 
my nine-and-twentieth year, and, by a wise provision of 
our nature, sorrow for the dead is not of very long con- 
tinuance ; nevertheless, aflerthe loss of Beatriz, 1 never 
regarded woman with any steady affection, other than 
that of a mere indolent, bastard sort of friendship. I 
preserved indeed all my admiration for beauty,--as, I 
trust, I shall preserve it, till my eyes fail me, or my brain 
ceases to welcome the impressions transmitted through 
them ; but that was all, — possibly, because, warned by 
previous suffering, I would not indulge the transient sen- 

VoL. n. 29 
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latioDy and cut, as it were, the very fuel to consume me, 
as, in my more romantic youth, had been perhaps too 
much the case. Besides there was I confess very little 
to tempt my heart in Cumana, where I passed the ten 
remaining years,* that might yet threaten danger firom the 
enemy — << mater ssva Cupidinum ;'' for the only woman 
that could have roused, to any purpose, my dormant sus- 
ceptibility — (dormant, because worn to exhaustion by 
oyer excitement, — ) she, a true woman, irritated by my 
apparent indifference on the day of the earthquake, 
would never afterwards acknowledge my acquaintance. 
I need not tell her name. 

Premising, then, more from duty than as german to the 
matter, this piece of information,— that our model of picas 
chastity, my awful mother-in-law, fell, as became her 
greatness, amid the convulsions of nature, being knocked 
down by an image of the Virgin, which she herself had, 
at her own expense, erected in the church, — ^I bid thee, 
dear Reader, take thy leave forthwith of love-scenes; 
and thy leave too forthwith of women — at least as act- 
resses in such scenes ; while, for myself, as it is the woDt 
of historians and biographers, by way of finish to their 
pictures, to sum up the chief points of excellency and 
defect in the characters they have portrayed, I cannot 
turn my back upon the whole churchyard of " painted 
sepulchres," wherein my best and worst hours all lie 
buried, till I have carved, by way of inscription, over the 
great gate at which I make my exit, (viz. this 7th book,) 
the following lines of Edward Clayton's : — 

Detr, teasing woman ! cbaiming evil! 
Compound of angel, man, and devil ! 

Veascl of glass ! uneasy treasure! — 
Most cold in look when fiercest buminy— 
From what thou pantest most for turning'— 



• Men do not love after forty. They marry indeed after that Juvenile periodi 
Ai2Sr**^'^^"*^*"\y5 but^helgho! JoveaodmamacearesoTfydrf' 
vBnat ! — as different as coals and nfh ^s. - 
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Wben moft repelling best alluring — 
When careless seeming most securing — 
No law confessing but thy pleasure — * 

What joys, what torments bang about thee ! 

Artful at six, at sixteen snaring, 

•Most false when smoothest feature wearing, 

False as the falsest wind that blows, 
Bat in that falseness more beguiling 
Than were there candour in thy smiling, 
(Mix'd hopes and fears on passion throwing, 
LikJB sun and rain, to keep it growing, — ) 

*TiB hard to rest with thee, Ood knows ! 
But harder still to rest without thee.f 

But to our task ; already is the goal in sight : — 

" Sed jam age, carpe viam, et susceptum perfice munus, 
** Acceleremus." 

It may be remembered that, in the commencement of 
Book iv., I made mention of the birth of a son by my first 
wife, Mary Arne, and that, on the death of his mother, 
I had intrusted the child to the care of that mother's re- 
lations, and afterwards, from causes it would shame me to 
repeat, had totally neglected him for a short period. I 
owe the reader little thanks for close attention to these 
pages, if,' because I have made no subsequent mention of 
the boy, he suppose that I could leave the latter depend- 
ent on the charity of more distant relatives, while his own 
father had an arm to support him. After the timely 
wreck of my fortune, and necessary change of life in a 
foreign land, I regularly remitted to England, to my un. 
cle Timothy, a third of my annual income, wherewith 
he should disburse the expenses of my son's education, 
clothing, &c.— first deducting from the amount one small 
portion for the widow of Captain Berther.ij: — When, in 



* So too says a Greek poet,~lhough he is not here imitated :— 

t Imitation of Martial :— 

Nee tecum possum viyere, nee sine te. 

Lib, xii.-4T. 
t I had it afterwards in my power to settle a comfortable annuity on thfai re- 
■pactable woman ; and, tliougb doubtlen it would be more romBayc and intcf- 
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the New World, Fortune began to look with most propi- 
tious eye upon my efibrts to rise, I wrote a letter to Lady 
Ame, in which, after thanking her ladyship for the kind- 
ness she had so long shown to her little grandson, I beg- 
ged her to consult with my uncle on the choice of a suita- 
ble instructer, with whom to board the boy, unless they 
should agree in preferring a public seminary. My wish, 
I added, was to have Edward complete, if possible, in 
every accomplishment that becomes the scholar and the 
gentleman ; for which purpose a correspondent in Lon- 
don was authorized to furnish my uncle with means to 
any amount that might be requisite. — In return, Lady 
Ame, intimating that she supposed I had heard of the 
death of Dr. Levis,* which had taken place shortly be- 
fore the receipt of my letter, said she should consider it 
a great favour, if I would permit her grandson to remain 
with her, as she thought his education could be better 
conducted at home, on account of the superior facilities 
whith the metropolis afforded for private instruction^ — in 
which opinion Sir James Maitland, (who was almost as 
fond of the boy as herself and Lady Maitland,) fully con- 
curred. 

This was the opening of a regular correspondence be- 
tween Lady Arne and myself. Her ladyship's first letter 
was pohte, but distant ; then, as the tenour of my own 
letters indicated a striking change in my character, and 
as she probably learned, on due inquiry, that I was indeed 
an altered man, or, at least, that time and trouble had 



etting to have killed the poor creature witb the news of her husband's shock- 
ing fate, I am happy to inform the Reader she survived it twenty jrears, doing 
more good above ground than she could under it, — to wit, by taldng care of her 
family till the eldest boy w4b established, with his two brothers under him, a 
highly respectable and prosperous tradesman. — I have now before me a letter 
from Dick, in which, after thanking me the thousandth time for the advioe, 
wliich, he says, induced him to abandon the idea of following his father's pro- 
fession, he Informs me that he is about to take his brothers into partnership, and 
will be happy to execute any orders in his line addressed to Richard Benner k> 
Brothers, Birmingham. 

* The Doctor, very properly, left to the children of his biother Isaac, (the mi- 
serable being introduced in chap. iii. bk. iT.) his eatiie fortiiiie,^ ezeliviTe of a 
■mill, bat Bofficient aimaity, settled for B£k upon the parent. 
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cooled the fire of my youth, and taught me prudence if 
lot morcdity, her language grew kind, — ^then, still kinder ; 
ind her fourth letter was even affectionate. Then came 
he compliment, — a letter from Sir James Maitland ! the 
nore flattering that I had never solicited his friendship, 
mt, on the contrary, as the Reader knows, had returned 
lis coldness with even more haughtiness of carriage than 
WBS decent, as assumed towards a man so much my 
senior. He wrote to congratulate. me on the flattering 
report, which it was in his power to make, of my son's 
improyement, — who, he said, was as remarkable for 
Ixeauty of mind as of person, and moreover gifted with 
virtues of the heart that made him as much beloved as ad- 
mired. Edward was the constant companion of Sir James's 
eldest son, and Sir James expressed himself delighted to 
encourage the intimacy between the boys, in the hope 
that time would ripen their young attachment to the 
friendship of manhood, — a high compliment from one 
parent to another. 

This last letter reached me the second year after the 
date of the earthquake. I had repaired my shattered 
fortune ; but I was not easy. My wife was dead ; my 
friends, if I could boast of any, were far away ; I had 
not even a dog to love me, — ^to daily watch for me in my 
hours of absence, and spring to welcome my return home, 
to look me in the face with his aflectionate eyes, and 
sooth my jaded spirits with his fond caresses. I was in- 
deed a lone man, a solitary in the midst of crowds ; and, 
with a heart so filled with tenderness that it was* ever 
ready to pour its overflowings upon any living object on 
the least show of kindness, I had no warmer intercourse 
to contrast with the cold, calculating selfishness of the 
individuals with whom it was my business to deal. When, 



'*' Was. " Fttimua TroSs/' Alas ! how soon the winter of age fVeezet over 
the once warm fountains of the heart ! The sprinra, adeed, still bubble mid 
the sands at the bottom, but clear and uninterruptedniust be the sunshine, that 
would thaw the hardened surface and give their waters flow. 

29* 
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thereTore, the accounts I had already received of my lit 
tle Edward's growing graces were confirmed by testi- 
mony of so high a character as Sir James Maitland's,the 
weighty that held my spirit pressed to the earth, began to 
lie more light upon me, till by degrees I felt that I migfat 
still be happy. For my affections had found a new chan- 
nel, and they gladly turned their quiet stream whither 
nature and duty both directed them, but whither neither 
nature nor duty could ever have forced the current. 

I now longed to be with my child, or have him with 
me ; but the latter could not be done without an irrepara- 
ble injury to the boy's education, which was progressing 
so happily, and for myself to return to my country, 
scarcely better than the beggar I had lefl it, was too rank 
a folly to deserve a moment's thought. I was, therefore, 
obliged to content myself with the prospect that the lapse 
of a very few years would bring us together. 

In my answer to his letter, I entreated Sir James to 
continue the fatherly care, which he was so generously 
extending over my son's education, till the boy should 
have attained his fourteenth year, when I would myself 
complete his instruction, having him with me at Cumana. 
And I desired that Edward should write to his father on 
every opportunity. 

Accordingly I received a letter from my child. It was 
certainly a very uncommon composition for a boy of nine 
years of age, (if a parent may be permitted to judge,) 
and was marked throughout by an affectionateness of 
spirit that delighted me, notwithstanding that I knew that 
Edward's love could lie in his imagination only, as he had 
not seen me since his infancy. How my heart devoured 
line after line of the precious writing, as my glistening 
eyes traced the rude, schoolboy characters ! and I read 
and read again, and yet a third time, and a fourth, the as- 
surance of Sir James, appended, by way. of postscript, 
to the last page^^^ that neither he nor the boy's instructers 



^ 
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had interfered in any shape with the composition of the 
letter. 

I had no friend in Cumana that might share my happi« 
nesSy and increase it by his participation. But there was 
one man, to whom, in his strong attachment to my person, 
all thing? were interesting that concerned me, — the only 
being, I verily believej besides myself, that grieved sin- 
cerely for the death of Beatriz, ( — the more so, that he 
thought that death had been prevented but for his own 
temporary absence from my house.) To him, who could 
not be my friend, because fortune and the accident of 
birth had cut the lines of our lives at right angles with 
each other instead of parallel, I imparted the feelings, 
which, if kept restrained within my own bosom, had held 
me too uneasy for enjoyment. Reader, are you, — ^have 
you ever been a parent ? and circumstanced in any re- 
spect towards your child as I was towards mine? 1 
translated the letter to Juan — my servant. Honest fel- 
low ! from this hour he began to love the image of my 
boy as though it were drawn by memory, and not by 
fancy merely, taking as much interest, in all that related 
to him, as I have known domestics, that had been born 
and bred in the family with which they were living, (uer- 
HOC,) display to the children of that family, dandling 
them in infancy, caressing them in boyhood, serving 
them with soul and body when men. Doubtless, a con- 
descension so unwonted on the part of his master had its 
due effect upon the susceptibility of Juan ; for our feel- 
ings, of what kind soever they may be, whether transient 
or permanent, are never of material so pure that some 
thread of cotton may not be found to cross the silken tex* 
ture. 

Year afler year expired, terminating what appeared to 
me a tediously prolonged existence. The time arrived 
when I should send for Edward. No better safeguard for 
the boy could offer, even had I the choice, than that of 
Juan. I therefore sent the latter to England to bring my 
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son across the seas, ostensibly his servant, but in reality 
his protector. 

With what impatience the return of the faithful blad 
with his precious charge was expected I need not tdL 
But Time is an honest fellow, notwithstanding all that il 
said against him, and, as he does not, like other driTeii, 
urge his jades the more because of those who cry oat 
Not 90 fasty so does he not, like others, slacken in his speed 
because of those who curse his tardiness, — and, accord- 
ingly, one morning I received the welcome news that the 
ship I looked for was in sight, and would come to anchor 
in a very few hours. 

To run to the shore, and watch the approaching TCfl- 
sel, as she slowly, too slowly moved, and seemed to grow 
upon the peaceful water, — myself the stillest of all thfl 
gazing group assembled on the sands to greet her coming, 
though perhaps than mine no bosom there beat more to- 
multuously, — was an impulse, sudden and strong as any 
that had swayed me in my greener age. The ship caine 
to anchor. I jumped into the first boat that put off for 
the Placer. 

On coming near the merchant-man I observed a young 
lad standing on the quarter-deck beside a tall, athletic 
man of colour^ who, with his right arm extended towards 
the shore, was evidently indicating to the former the 
points most worthy of observation in the site of Cumana. 
The man was Juan. And this the Mentor, who could the 
other be but my Telemachus ! My heart beat high. The 
boat touched the side of the ship. I sprang up the lad- 
der. One step upon the deck — and Juan, turning at the 
sound of the salutations addressed to me, recognized his 
master, cried eagerly and joyfully to his young charge 
that his parent was come, and the next minute I held my 
boy clasped to my throbbing heart. 

" My son !" 

^^ Father r answered, in a low, suppressed tone, the rich- 
est voice I had ever heard. A title so endearing ! heard 
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too for the first time ! and from the lips of one whom my 
imagination, more powerful to exalt than any paternal af- 
fecti<»i, had made a very deity in my thoughts' eyes ! — — 
t felt that I should render myself ridiculous, were the 
Ksene prolonged another minute. Accordingly, I with. 
ifei^ with Edward to the cabin ; whither Juan needed not 

r- 

be told he must not follow us, waiting till he should be 
■ent for to take his part in the happy meeting, — a deli- 
cacy that in a gentleman would have been considered to 
mark his breeding. 

I will'not detail what passed between me and my son, 
ihis first, truly joyful day, either in the ship's cabin, or 
afterwards, when I had taken him to my home, since all 
Bie information that could interest the Reader, relative to 
Khe boy himself, or to other personages, connected with 
loiki, that figure on these pages, has been already given. 
i^ however, I must play the guide to the aforesaid read- 
er's fancy, and set it in the way to see the author make 
his df^but as a parent, thus it may be done in few words, 
i interrogated Edward about his friends, his teachers, his 
Btadies, himself, and, before he could form an answer to 
any of the thousand questions, which trod on each other's 
heels with a closeness of 'pursuit the veriest little magpie 
of a woman would have envied, I interrupted him by ca- 
resses, as fond, as frequent, and as foolish, as a lover be- 
stows upon his mistress at their first familiar interview, or 
a young girl upon her newly-purchased doll, then re- 
peated the questions, or commenced afresh with others, 
and again prevented reply by my testimonies of afiection, 
and by expressions of admiration so unguarded and un- 
qualified, as to make the brow and cheeks of the flattered 
boy redden with confusion. 

Indiscreet this admiration was at best ; but the object, 
in himself, was worthy of it. — It is seldom we see a man 
truly proportioned. If the upper part of his person be 
well made, the limbs are found to be deficient ; or, if the 
tatter be as they should be, the former suffers in the com- 
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parison. Edward, however, was indebted to nature j 
figure the nearest to perfection I have ever 
Though in age he had not yet numbered fifteen ^ 
his form was as fully developed as an ordinary lac 
eighteen, without the weakness usually attendant i 
such precociousness. The shoulders neither so fal 
as to be effeminate, nor so square as to be vulgar \ 
arm straight and muscular, and terminated by a hii 
which the long thin fingers reminded me of his grandi 
Lady Maitland's, and were almost too delicate for ai 
the chest nobly expanded ; the waist small, and rom 
a woman's; the hips tight, and remarkably graceful; I 
that might serve as model for a Mercury's ; and feet a 
well-proportioned, and springy, and of a rare perfe 
about the ankle and in the lope of the instep; — 1 
excellencies, with the advantage of uncommon he 
constituted, doubtless, a form of no ordinary elega 
and when I add, that the head, if not so nearly perfi 
the rest of the person, was strikingly noble, having a 
head, nose, mouth, and chin, that were sufficiently : 
lar as mere features, and were very manly in their ch 
ter, — the most beautifully shaped, and most powe: 
expressive dark gray eyes it is possible to concer 
and a profusion of light-brown hair, stiaight, but of ] 
liar fineness, and easy to be adjusted into any fashion 
most by a single touch of the fingers, — I have desci 
I think, a person that promised to become, whei 
lapse of a few years should have matured the body 
full size and vigour, a splendid specimen of masc 
beauty,-— one indeed of which, with little exaggen 
we might use the language of Hamlet — 

A combination, and a form, indeed, 
Where every god did seem to set his seai, 
To give the viforld assurance of a man. 

Adorned with these external graces, and, what is s; 
lar enough, gifted with a mind that matched his figu 
its almost perfect symmetry^ {ut ita dicam,) and fa 
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ScL it in vigour and activity,— or, rather, (if I may 
Tsaore force the language to be most expressive,) in 
and agUUy^ — and that promised, under careful 
'e to yield at no distant day fruits that would not 
its present precociousness, is it wonderful, con- 
ig the circumstances under which we met, that Ed- 
shoiild appear to me — I had almost said a more 
lortal ! and that, as I whispered to myself, << It is 
it flashes in those eyes ! It is my blood that gives 
mr to those cheeks ! Tliat beautiful and active 
those well-knit limbs, are, joint and nerve and 
», branches of my own stock, hone of my hone and 
my fleshP^ — is it wonderful that I should fling 
upon my feelings, and, carried thus beyond the 
of prudence, should speak and look the love and 
tion which I felt ! the love and admiratioh that 
fttteir birth, (though not conception,) their growth, 
foil maturity, in a single hour ! 
las the poor Hindoo prostrates himself upon the 
id before the senseless deity his own hands have 
led and erected. The car is set in motion, the 
lerous wheels revolve, and grind with the dust the 
of the frenzied wretch, who glories in his immola- 
.— Ah, well! 



■ dnJapon jiuqa*lL Roinei 

, Le plus Bot animal, k mon avis, c* est 1* homme — 

d I cannot see that the bells on the cap of one folly 
^e more musically than those which decorate the top- 
ots of its cousins. 
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CHAPTER n. 



If then thou be son to m^} 
here lie* the point ;-"Wby, being son to me, art 
tbott M pointed at 1 

1 Pt. Htn, JV, 



itrt 

id 



Exi, inquam, age exi ; exeundom berele tibi bine €BU> fotai^ 

Is the Reader so far advanced in life as to have already \a 
acted in the two distinct characters of child and paientl 
If he be, he will, perhaps, find jnuch in the present \ j 
chapter to remind him of himself and his own follies; if^ |fi 
however, he have yet to learn the vast difference between 
parental authority when exercised by us and the sanie 
authority when exercised upon us, the present chapter 
will teach him a lesson that may prove serviceable, u 
warning him from a line of conduct in which most men 
deliberately walk with their eyes open, while, like niyself, 
they very charitably caution their fellow-travellers against 
a like stupidity, — it being one of the distinguished pie- > 
rogatives of our race to play the finger-post to others, if b 
we cannot post upon the road ourselves. 

I have said that Edward, both in mental and bodily 
powers, was considerably in advance of his years. Of 
course, the passions were not backward in their develq>e« 
ment ; and I soon discovered that my only s6n was a de- 
cided rake at the very early age of fourteen. The l 
Reader is astonished, seeing that up to this period the *- 
boy had been under the guardianship of a man like Sir \, 
James Maitland, and that the latter had uniformly ex- j 
pressed himself delighted, in every respect, with the be- ^ 
hayiour of his young ward, — considering him the fittest 
companion his own son could have selected : but thespe- 
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cie« of licentiousness here alluded to b one of those secret 
vices, which, while they work mischief to the health and 
happiness of millions, very generally escape detection, 
and in extreme youth, as they may then exist without that 
destruction of honourable principle which is the almost 
certain consequence of their long continued indulgence, 
seldom fail to elude the watchful eye of parents, and other 
^ardians of the morals of the young. 

The existence of this sensual propensity in Edward, 
{and it was the only one that could be laid to his charge,) 
I at once suspected from the over susceptibility he showed 
to any thing like beauty in woman, — a susceptibility he 
could not conceal. It burned in the sudden flushing of 
his cheek, blazed in the momentary flashing of his eye — 
«r floated there in liquid lustre, and spoke in the seducing 
•oflness of his voice : the creaking of shoes, the rustling of 
mlkSf^ against whose witchery mad Tom so reasonably 
Warns us*, was a music that at anytime would call him from 
his studies, and, every duty neglected, would draw him 
to the windows or the door to gaze. And when I fre- 
quently detected him putting in practice, against his fair 
firieads, (he would have half-a-dozen at a time,) arts of 
•eduction that might rival the most finished coquetry of 
the most refined coquette, — arts which his graceful person 
and expressive features made so easy to him, — I judged 
that he indulged this propensity at a sacrifice of moral 
right that stamped it as vicious. — Thus far, however, it 
was mere surmise on my part. But in a very few months, 
the matter was put beyond doubt by the discovery of two 
intrigues, which no less excited my astonishment by the 
thorough knowledge of the sek which they displayed in 
^eir design, and by the boldness of their execution, than . 
they shocked me by their licentiousness. 



* '* Let not the creaking of ihoes, nor the rwUinf of lUkB, betray thy poor 
hum to women." K. Lear^ A. iiiy Se»i. 
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Every circumstance, indeed, that could infiuen 
abetted Edward in his folly.* The loose morals of I 
women of Cumana smoothed the way for his successes 
his personal beauty and mental accomplishments sent I 
through it on a gallop ; while the money, with whicli 
foolish fondness I fed his prodigality, secured every tu 
pike, (to continue the figure,) that might bar his travel 
that high road, which, open to all, is passed the soon 
by him who carries toll in hand — " aurea poma mam 
Oflen I resolved to check him ; but, when he came hefi 
me, in form and step a very Mercury, his noble featui 
so composed in their expression, that you gazed upontb 
as on the placid surface of a magnificent lake, nor thou| 
that such serenity could cover an abyss of passion so 
thomless and full of peril, the words of censure, like £1 
died upon my lips, and the interview would terminate 
my gently chiding him with remissness in his studied, c 
filling his purse with gold — by way of encouragem* 
to future application ! Juan, too, whose honour and ^^ 
lity I have as yet had reason to extol, began to sho^ 
difi^erent character. His affections he appeared to ht 

transferred from me entirely to Edward, and, blinded 
his fondness for the son, forgot his duty to the parent, 8 
not only assisted the former in all his plots, and stood besi 
him in all his difficulties, but actually impressed his o 
talents for intrigue, (no sickly crew,) into the service 
his young master,-— an exact picture of the whole woi 



'*' For to call his conduct by a harsher name were to skow but little ka 
ledge of the heart of youth — I mean of sensible youth. And I appeal to v 
graduated student of nature for the truth of what 1 say.— To the generalh 
readers, however, it may be necessary to urge something in vindicatioB rf 
language — (" O tcmpora !" that Honesty must plead to Cant!) Thus thci 
few words :— Here are the Passions, iii their full power,— Imagination to! 
them — Judgment to oppose. Imagination, at the age we speak of, i« atm 
than Judgment. Judgment, therefore, is thrust aside, quite cavalierly, 
antagonist, triumphant, wreathes th» Passions with her fairest, sweetest fl 
ere; and then — they are Irresistible. Mark me, to a temperature 

Edward's Bttt Morality ? Morality ? Religion and Morality ?.... Dare 

daughters veoture where the mother is treated with sb little ceremony 9 
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3 every mAn is honest ontH he be tempted according 
I humour.* 

length, Edward's wantoaess grew of so dark a colour 
[ was compelled to notice it. Complaints against 
bllowing complaints, — bills handed in day after day, 
of them to an enormous amount,— threats of ven- 
36 from fathers, brothers, and, I dread to add, from 
inds, — riots in the open streets, caused by his effron- 
ind Juan's spirit in defending it, — these, and other 
ances, cried for redress ; and redress I resolved that 
should have. And did I proceed the right way to 
: my purpose ? Was not the injudicious conduct of 
wn father towards me, while I myself was yet sub. 
3nt as a son, a sufficient caution against a similar 
idence on my own part ? No ; nor ever would be, 
I even bring back the years that are fled, and once 
figure in the self-same scenes. So easy is it to 
(h what we cannot practice ! (And with good reason ; 
e do not make up lessons for.our own instruction^-— ) 
Lging, then, from one extreme to another, I began to 
the rein too tight upon the stubborn neck of Edward, 
consequence may be presumed. The boy had gone 
mg without a curb to be now easily held in, and 
I might have effected by slowly gaming his reason 



r lionesty is alwajrs in the inverse ratio of the temptation. Or. as that 
em no more than every man is willing to allow, take the proposttioa less 
natically thus : — No man may say to himself — Thank OodI I am ho- 
] he know what it is to be sorely tempted ; and the poor devil, that beads 
« to opportunity, and pockets his neighbour's purse,* is every w])it as 
man as he who seats himself upon his neighbour's throne, or plmden the 
f of his neighbour's daughter.—' I once was looking from my wiadow, 
IV a ragamuffin pass by a new edifice, on the opposite side of the street, 
mble on a couple of plane irons, which the workmen had throwA oat as 
. llie fellow stopped — kicked the irons over, to see their other side — 
1 down — felt their edges — looked dubious — shook.liis head — paused 
te longer — and then threw them both into one of tfaie open windows of 
Iding. ** Honest fellow !" cried I ; and foltowihg this rora avi» with my 
■aw liim, a few seconds afterwards, turn over a purse which Fortune, 
levil, baa caused a geattonaa to drop, directly before him, in reoompeoat 
nagnanimity. The lucky dog snatched up the purse in quick time, fek 
ght, looked around him with a hasty and uizious glance, pocketed the 
e, and — took to his legs. " Ho, ho ! Honestus !" I cried,— " this Is it, 
Good b* w' y'e, thou noblest work of Oodt" — and 1 shut the whidow in 
. Tlieo«st nMMMntlthrewuptiie ■Mbagain, aadindvlitdlaAlltof 
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to my side, I entirely prevented by only af^alrag to fan 
feaJrs, — a mode of discipline his haughty spirit sconied 
to brook, *^ 

He was now close treading on his seventeenth year, when 
an incident occured, which, calling loudly on my pateiml 
interference, precipitated the rupture that was daily 
threatening to take place between us. Edward, it appears, 
was deeply enamoured, (as far as the senses merely Were 
concerned,) of a beautiful Creole maid, who lived at a 
short distance, almost in our neighbourhood. He was in 
the habit of visiting the lady three or four times a week, 
and always after midnight — in order to avoid detection; 
while Juan, a very spaniel in fidelity, followed at his heels 
to guard against surprise. — I must add that the pair 
went always armed, when on these enterprises, — our 
young gallant helping himself to his father's sword which 
conveniently hung in the study. — ^Impunity begat its usual 
consequent, incautiousness, and Edward, in one of his 
visits, suffered the dawn to break upon him, — though not 
from any fault of his Alectryon, who, stationed beneath 
the window of the Venus, warned our Mars in vain of the 
coming Sun. The father of the damsel, a man upvraids 
of sixty years of age, happened to awake at this early 
hour, ahd, hearing the black's suspicious whistling, looked 
from a window to reconnoitre. The presence of the ser- 
vant in such a situation told him at once how much he was 
dishonoured by the master, (for Edward's libertinism was 
notorious,) and the old man retired with a fury in his 
countenance that plainly enough announced his purpose 
of revenge. The black saw the danger of the boy, and, 
as ingenious as bold, threw, without a moment's hedta- 
tion, a handful of pebbles into the lover's place of ren- 
dezvous. But it was now too late ; and, as Edward 
leaped from the window * in his drawers, his cloak in one 
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* TiM luniiM ia Comtiia are boitt Terjlow, on •ecooit of tiM •Mtk^aaln^ 
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id and sword in the otheri the insulted parent appeared 
he house door, likewise armed. Thus closely pressed, 
young Dan Juan shook the scabbard from his weapon, 
I twisting the cloak around his left arm, as a defence, 
he Spanish fashion, confronted his opponent. But, 
ly brave, no sooner did he observe the latter's gray 
: than he changed his intention, and, dexterously 
ging his cloak over the head and weapon of the old 
1, turned his back for flight ; a manoBuvre in which he 
i curiously assisted by his innamorata ; for she, seeing 
peril that menaced her lover, had the address and 
tudence, though scarcely turned of fourteen, to dash 
tcher of water directly^upon the head of her father, just 
Bdward threw the cloak upon it, — and, thus doubly 
. ludicrously disconcerted, the miserable devil of a 
ent was obliged to let his enemy escape, covered with 

spoils of his honour and revenge The Creole was 

T and kept but one man-servant, and he, luckily, was 
ler too sound asleep to be disturbed by the trifling 
se made by his master, or too much in fear of Edward's 
^erful body-guard, to pursue the fugitives, and our 
pie reached home without further molestation. Had 
morning, however, been but a few minutes more ad- 
ced, they would have fared worse ; for a mob of boys 
I, doubtless, found no little sport in hallooing afler 
ae so rare, — to wit, a tall, vigorous negro apparently in 
pursuit of a youth of Edward's figure, who was flying 
ft as the wind, with a naked sword in his hand, — ^him- 
f scarcely less naked, having no other scabbard on 
polished limbs than a pair of thin small drawers, and 
other shield for his manly shoulders them a fine linen 
nentionable, which, a banner rather, floated < fair and 
e ' in the morning breeze. 

Fosse putes illoa sicco freta radere passu, 
Et secetii cans stantes percorrere aristas. 



30* 



1 



352 SIXTY TfiAAS OF THE BK. YH. 

Thus fieur our serenaders were cheaply off, being de« 
tected only on one side of the house, (so to speak ;) but, 
no sooner would decency permit, than who should call 
upon me but the father-in-law of our young gallant ! fie 
held in his hand an empty sword-sheath, which, much to 
my astonishment, I instantly recognized as my own pro- 
perty, " Senor," he asked me, very gravely, — "is not 
this your name V* pointing to the band of gold, upon the 
upper part, where stood our own sweet nominOy both pm 

and cogf most legibly engraved ^* It is, sir," I replied 

with equal gravity, — swallowing, like an Indian, the feel- 
ings that tempted me to ask him how the sheath had coioe 
to leave the..blcide at home, and put itself under his pro- 
tection...." Then, sir," said the Creole, " by this token 
has your libertine son done me most foul dishonour,—- 
and, by my father's soul, he shall redress it !" and the 
scabbard was thrown upon the floor, with a violence that 
threatened damage to the innocent metal. 

I understood, but too well, to what offence on my son's 
part the old man's language must refer, and the mingled 
grief and indignation, which rose within me at this new 
instance of Edward's profligacy, may be readily imagined. 
But I had learned of late to subdue my feelings, or, at 
least, to cloak .them. Accordingly, checking the expres- 
sion of my first emotions, I answered as it became a parent 
insulted through the person of his child. I told the Creole, 
that, as I could neither be expected to know of my son's 
misdemeanor, nor be made answerable for its crimi- 
nality, it wai? very foolish in him to vent his wrath, how- 
ever just, in my presence, especially as I was, to him, a 
total stranger, and entitled to some courtesy on this ac- 
count,— and that it was besides unmanly, if he presumed 
upon his age as giving him a right to ofier insult with 
impunity. I then added, that if he would be calm, and 
explain the nature of my son's ofience, we might then see 
what could be done. — This was throwing oil on the fire 
of the old man's rage, — and I never saw a brighter bla«e. 
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ikfter giviog) in fewer words, and somewliat coloured hy 
Ui feelingSi as was natural, the story I have detuled from 
the fiiots I subsequently learned of Juan, he swore by his 
ineeators, and every saint in the calendar, that, if the 
hwB of his country were insufficient to do him right, he 
would bring his cause before the king of Spain himself,^— 
tod that even blood should not be spared to make him full 
atonement. 

I will be frank, — the more so, that I have promised, 
in my drawings after nature, however rude. may be the 
hand that pencils them, to be Greek in the design, at least 
nor yeU, with useless drapery, the 4rue anatomy of the 
figores. I will be frank, I repeat, — and confess, that, 
when I found that Edward's misdemeanor was not in 
reality threatened with the public disgrace I at first 
dreaded might attend it, my indignation at the individual 
act itself, and grief for the profligacy in which it had its 
birth, were forgotten in jny joy at the youth's escape from 
the punishment he so richly metited. And so had it been 
with the justest man — of feeling — under heaven ! Nor 
let the parent, who boasts the iron sternness fasely digni- 
fied as Roman virtue, smile at his own fancied superiority : 
— it is but a difference in feelings between us ; and I 
would not exchange with him. — Relieved, then, of my 
worst appr^ehensions, I began to look with kinder eyes 
upon my visitor, and see that his passion was no more 
than natural, considering his wrongs, and that, as from 
my close relationship to the agressor I might be consi- 
dered in some sort the injuring party, it was my duty to 
sooth the poor old man, and not resent his reasonable re- 
proaches. Wherefore, altering my manner entirely, I 
begged him to be calm for one moment, and answer me 
the question I should ask him. Being then assured of 
what I had already gathered from his story, — viz. that 
none had witnessed the affair, save those whose interest 
it was to conceal it, I reminded him of the extreme youth 
of both the parties, and advised that for the sakes of all con. 
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cerned the whole traneactioii should he kept secret* 
that it was impossible he could obtain fuller satisftctioii t^ 
recourse to law than could, and would most readily be 
given by private and amicable adjustment ; while, in the 
former case, whether he were successful or not, his 
daughter's good fame must inevitably suffer, and, in the 
latter, with very little <^are, the mirrour of her honesty 
might still show with as bright a polish as though it never 
had been breathed upon. I added, very emphatically, 
that as for his threats of a bloody revenge, if he meant 
to execute them openly, Edward was no son of nune if 
he were not ready, at any time, to offer his body in an- 
swer to the wrongs it should have committed ; but, if as* 
sassination were his purpose, I bade him look to it well, 
for he had now betrayed himself, and no such design 
should be even attempted with impunity. And, as I con* 
eluded my speech, I opened the door and bowed,— 
thereby intimating, as decently as I could, that the con- 
ference was at an end. << Senor," said the Creole, as he 
was obliged to depart, — << I am a father as well a2s yen. 
You shall see !" * Poor old man ! I really felt sorry for 
him. He was wronged — bitterly wronged. Yet I could 
not help acting as I did. 

And now for the interview with Edward? — What 
must be done first ? Assuredly, a great deal ofdeUhera- 
Hon, says the prudent man, — and perfect coolness ac- 
quired. Ah, my good sir, do you know how very effi- 
cient is philosophy opposed to passion ? I will tell you. 
Put a plank to stem an unloosed flood. Does the flood 



./ f PUHHwe of personal revenge, (if, indeed, he meditated bucIl) w 
thwarted in a way the Reader will soon discover: and I afterward? found 
means to appease the old man ; for he was poor, as 1 have said, and I to(* ■» 
OW)ortunity of obliging him, in such a manner as rather to flatter his pride tton 
Offend It — as Is too often the case in the conferring of benefits. Prom that ao- 
St"?r£t?^ U^i^JtJ.^ 5 very pretty fortune, and became Uienceforth siuviil 

??» i®°i* ^^ . *® ^^y o^'^e water-pitcher,— she soon married, and 

•* O, Desdemona J— away .» away J away 1" "'•»t*vu, ouu 
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vegsrd it? 0» yes! it oyersetB it; and away goes the 
poor plank, carried headlong with the rushing water. 

''Anton," (to one of my servants) << tell the senorUo to 
coine to me, — on the instant." 

Edward entered, 

Omnia Mercario ilmUis, vocemque eoloremque, 
£t crines flavos, et membra decora Javentae. 

My anger almost bowed before his noble presence, — an 
anertion all mothers will believe, if not all fathers. — He 
appeared, at first, somewhat embarrassed, and the blood 
started to cheek and brow as his quick eye fell upon the 
empty scabbard, which he knew he had lefl where it 
never should have been. Put, recovering himself in a 
moment, he stood before me erect and firm, yet modest 
and respectful. 

'' Sit down, sir." The culprit took his seat opposite to 
mine ; but his eyes sought the floor. 

« Edward." 

"Sir?" 

** You have nearly completed your sixteenth year, I 
think r 

« Yes, sir." 

''Very well, sir ; I have not then to teach you, I pre- 
some, that those offences against the laws of society, 
which are follies in boyhood, become crimes, when reason, 
awisted by education, points out the right, and is strong 
enough to nearly balance the power of the imagination 
and hold the passions in some sort of check ?" (Not a word 
in reply.) "You are silent, sir. Perhaps it is best. — I 
have borne with you, Edward, longer than I can ever an- 
swer for, either to you, to myself, or to the world — 
wherever it may be your lot to move : I have sought to 
torn you from your evil courses, not by the usual seve- 
rity of a parent, but by gentle admonition, and advice 
•uch as a friend might give, trusting that your heart and 
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head, together, would recommend what common gratitude 
alone were sufficient to inculcate. But no ! far from 
what I expected, you have shown yourself wholly ineen- 
sible to my forbearance, — growing worse and worse, day 
after day. And now, — mark me, Edward ! — I shall for- 
bear no longer. — Yes, sir," I continued, with increasing 
warmth, as I observed him move his fingers rapidly over 
the table with an impatience that marked, plainly enough, 
whose son he was, — ** your profligacy must from this 
day have an end ! I will bear no more reproaches for 
your wantoness ; I will pay no more debts of your con* 

tracting Nay, sir — you need not beat the floor with 

your feet, nor bite your nails, — I care little for your im- 
patience. I will pay your debts no more, I say! — Look 
at this bill, — and this ! — and this ! — Shall I be forced 
to squander, on your dozen nights of debauchery and 
blackguardism, sums that would educate — • thoroughly 
educate — twenty sons ! Have you so little shame, sir, as 
to waste in beastly riot what your father toils to earn ! — 
And though, sir, that may never have disturbed your | 
spirit, though you may put no thought, besides, to either 
health or character, one would suppose the mortal risks 
you constantly incur would cool your ardour : — twice 
stabbed — twice shot at — mobbed, hooted,— stoned, in 
the public streets, — is the devil in you so hardy that no* 
thing can afiright him ! — Edward ! I tell you sit. down, 
sir ! — you shaU hear me ! — .You have scorned my 
friendly and reasonable discipline ; now learn that, pen- 
nyless without me, indebted to me for the very air you 
breathe, you are subject to my every will : — such obedi. 
ence as the slave owes his master does the son owe his 
parent, — apd such — boy as you have proved yourself— 
such you shall render me !" 

Edward sprang from his seat, and threw it from him. 
« Slave 1" 

" Yes, sir^— the ob^ence of a slave !" 
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Thei>lood of our family -* the same lava, which time 
haAjDLOt cooled ia my own veins, flowed liquid fire in those 
of ^y son. His eyes blazed as I had never seen human 
being's blaze before ; his chest, his limbs, his very hands 
appeared to swell, as though bursting with the passion 
that scorched them, as he stood before me, confronted, 
breast to breast, no longer the subject son, but the equal 
I myself had made him, when I suffered my blind fury to 
sink me to his level. " Such obedience I will never ren. 
der !" he said. " X owe you nothing ! I thank you for 
nothing ! The life you gave me was to gratify not me 
but yourself; and for the maintenance you now reproach 
me with you bound yourself, when you begat me, to pro- 
vide for the helpless wretch your own selfish pleasure 
was lending, unasked, into a world he may perhaps one 
day wish he had never seen. Nature claims of you that 
maintenance, and the laws of men enforce the claim." 

" Go on, sir !" I cried, grinding my teeth. 

Edward was too wrapt in his own passion to regard the 
interruption eyen for an instant. << The duties of a child 
and parent,^' he continued, still at the top of his voice, 
'* are reciprocal ; one owes the other no more than that 
other owes him. Treat me, sir, as a reasonable being, 
and I will render you respect and obedience ; but never 
otherwise ! A son, I must obey you -^ and will ; but, man 
to man — yes, 1 wack not ^a boy ' / — man to man, I am 
your equal ! I feel it, and dare tell you so." 

Such outrageous insolence no parent could have borne. 
I entirely forgot myself. "Take that, ungrateful wretch !" 
I exclaimed, striking him to the floor. 

Edward rose, and sprang upon me like a tiger ; but 
instantly shrunk back, and, pressing his clenched hand to 
his breast, " You are my father," he said, with a solem- 
nity that was jEiwful in that storm of passion, and rushed 
from the room, — from the house. 

" Go !" I cried, as his last step sounded on my ear,-— 
^* and a father's curse go with you !"— - and I clenched 
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m^ hands till the nails were actually buned in the fieflh; 
for I felt, at the moment, as though I would indeed bring 
down the wrath of Heaven on my son's impiety. 

I did not go to my business that day, as will be sup- 
posed. I locked myself up in my room, — saw nobody, 
tasted no food ; but entertained my own sad thoughts, and 
fed upon my self-reproaches. — I could not but be struck 
with the similarity between my own rupture with my fa- 
ther, and that of Edward with his, — a like offence, fol- 
lowed by a like degrading punishment, and threatening a 
like issue ; yet, at first, instead of making that allowance 
for the conduct of Edward which was really his due, and 
attributing his insolence to my own fault, in not having 
habituated his haughty temper to the restraints of disci- 
pline, I only doubled my anger against him when I thought 
of my own filial impiety. " Let him go !" I said, ungrate- 
ful, heartless as he is ! He will soon learn the lesson of 
repentance." 

The morning passed, and when, towards evening, I de- 
tected myself secretly peeping from the windows to watch 
my boy's return, and listening at my door to catch the 
music of his voice, I checked the kinder workings of my 
nature, and still said, as I strode my solitary room, " Let 
him go ! — What do I care !" 

But when the darkness came, and brought not Edward, 1 
— when hour after hour passed, and still the prodigal re- 
returned not to his father's home, — then my feelings 
changed, or rather, the struggle between wounded, yet 
living affection and offended pride terminated in the com- 
plete triumph of the former, and I said to myself, <' Surely 
he will not go ! He cannot have the heart to leave me ! 

Yet I — I once found it little cruelty to leave my 

father. — But then, it was not in a foreign land ; I had 
relatives and friends to fly to. Edward has no such 
resource ; he knows not whither to turn his steps — except 
upon his enemies. Yes, he will iretum ! He is loitering 
somewhere neari ashamed to ask for pardon. His pride 
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will soon recover of its wounds, and then ■ Yes, 
he will return r' 

This conclusion, however, was not altogether satisfac- 
tory, and I passed a miserable night. Memory, ever in- 
dustrious to add to our sorrows, as she is careless to in- 
crease our joys '^, marched, in review before me, my three 



* Because in tbe latter, even when moderate, tbere ia always more or lew 
flxeitement of tbe nervous system, and, accordingly, the faculties of the mind, 
tfiat is — the different parts of the brain, are more or less nearly enffrossed, or 
mrvented from separate, distinct action ; while in the former there Is rather a 
deiHreasion of the nervous system, and Memory, Imagination, all that can brine 
up ftom the past, or gather in from the future, to add to the present heap of 
■offering, is unchained and vigorous. In the highest excitement of pleamre 
wbicli we know, say the intoxication of love, the entire man is merged in me- 
•ent eqjoyment, — all the functions of the intellect being as completely absorbed 
In tbe present object, (or better, kipt baek^ — the nerves being sent on another 
errand,) as ia Uie highest excitement produced by the most acute mental or phy- 
rieal pain, say very sudden and very violent anger; but plunge the mind into 
Ihe deepest distress, and it is*iiot possible to merge the entire man, so that no 
portion of his mental or physical being shall show above the flood ; or what 
mllowsl the distress would be short lived, — or produce instant madness, if not 
deattai — in either of which cases the feeling comes under the acute mental pain 
we bave mentioned, and, of course, is as much a nervous excitement as aeuU 
ideamire, (it* I may use the expression,) — and of this we have occasionally illus- 
trations, where individuals go mad or expire under the news of some sudden 
calamity, {acute pain,) or unexpected good fortune, {acute pleasure.) — Descend 
we a little in the scale of pleasure, and what do we find 1 Decreased excitement, 
udthe mind — (the body i do not mention, its actions, under the same stimulus 
or influence, being in the same ratio with those of the mind ; — complete su»* 
pension of all its functions, (i. e death,)— momentary suspension, (i. e. syncope,) 
— its' functions all directed to the one object, except those immediately essential 
to life, — or some. still acting separately, — as the case may be.) Descend we a 
little in the scale of pleasure, I repeat, and what do we find ? Decreased ex- 
citement, and the mind, or brain, thus attended by more of its ministers the 
nerves, exercising its distinct faculties with greater clearness. Thu>t I have 
known a lover court his intended with great eloquence, and, at the same time, 
o0e another damsel in the window of an opposite house ; because, though sin- 
cerely attached to his mistress, his nerves were under less excitement than when, 
a week aAer marriage, she boxed his ears, and his Recollection — that he was a 
man, and his Imagination — of the consequences that might follow a display of 
panon on his part, having deserted him, (being employed with the other facul- 
ties in the enjoyment of tbe blow,) he threatened to kick her out of doors. In 
tbe latter case he was doubtless under the excitement of acute pain, both men- 
tal and — auricular, — and we have seen that acute pain and acnte pleasure 
were precisely alike in their efiects on the nervous system, as connected with 
tbe mental faculties, i. e. as the keys of that curieus piano-foMe, ycleped the 
brain ; while in the former some of the functions of the mind were not absorbed 
in the vortex, and his case was as that of a lady whom I knew engaged, at one 
and the same time, in mourning the death of a husband to whom hhe was ten- 
dorly, (not distractedly,) attached, — studying the mo»t aflecting attitude of dis- 
tress, — and endeavouring to catch the admiration of a handsome youUi who was 
aboat to act as a pall-bearer at the funeral. — Hush, Keader ! i am not scurri- 
lons ; neither have I been deceived in mv observation of character. The roan 
and woman were both sincere,~he in his wooing of a living bride, she in her 
mourning for a deceased husband. What then ! am I worse ? a cynic %— No, 
fU fknm it ! I am no cold-blooded sneer^r at what the press, in a notice of the 
krokoi windows of the anti-reforming Duke of Wellington, calls, in tbe pntbsCie 
poetic spirit of modem writhsg , " the dearest feelings of tbe heart ;" I mit say. 
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periods of voluntary exile, — the first, when I quitted the 
house of my birth, the home of my infancy and boyhood, 
to go — I knew not where, — the next, when I added to j 
that folly the abandonment of another home, a quiet and ^ 
a wealthy state for beggary, and to that guilt the wounding 
of another heart that loved me, — and the last, the wont, 
(preceded by that horrid day and night of hunger and 
despair !) when I forsook my native country, where I 
might have lived in affluence, to seek for other fortunes 
in a land of strangers, — and, as the grim corps met my I 
tortured vision in damnable distinctness, unjust that I was, 



in extenuation 6f my offence against ordinary notions, or received opiniOBS, wlutt 
Chaucer's Jderehaunt offered as apology for bis downright English, 

LadieSf I pray you be ndt wroth, 
I cannot glose, I am a rude man, 

while I tell what actually I once saw, what actually I may see eveiy day. My 
business, (have I not often said it ?) is to speak what I know of human natoze, 
and give reasons for the facts I advance, as far as 1 find it practicable so to do,' 

in the notes, if not in the text. — For the rest I did not make the nervei 

Nor let the narrow-minded cavil. Shall I not, if such may be my humour, 

wave my wand, and dissolve the beautiful illusions, which other writers caqjan 
up for tender hearts like thine, my Reader ? Shall I not, when such may be my 

Eleasure, strip Nature of the lovely vest, wherewith she chooses to keep beta^ 
alf hidden from the eyes of the profane, and show how common in itself is the 
form we have so long admired ? I will ; and let him, who derives pemiciolU 
maxims from these disclomires, suffer for his own fault. The almightt una) 
has chosen to make such common instruments the agents of his goodness,— and 
who shall gainsay His wisdom ! 

And here may I not depart from the highway of my duty, and take, even at 
the expense of my narrative, a f^w steps in furtherance of one of my opinionfl^ 
and in opposition to those, who blaspheme the all- wise, and all good Creator of 
the universe, by bleating of the wretchedness of man? Look at the tbonsand 
pleasures which so fill the heart that nothing may be added to Uie measure; look 
at the woes, of equal number, which so occupy us that we have room to acco* 
modate a thousand others, ere we shall be filled to loathing ; then sayi — are not 
the excitements of the former a balance, if not more, for the depressing effecn 
of the latter 1 Yes, if the former did not visit us mors seldom than the latter. 
O, fool ! and do you ever count the pleasures'! If your Sunday, and your Mod* 
day, your Tuesday, and your Wednesday, have been clear, and the days tbat 
follow them be overcast, will you not cry at once, T%ts week vas bddl Meourt 
your sunshine and 
an equal space of i 
hours of your years 

in one of their little seasons, are not the days too fongcr than 'the nights b tf* 
other. j £ 

"Eheu! ftigaces, Jeremy^ Jeremy^ Labuntur Aor«, acribhling notti tW jO 
V3earv r The devil ! I see I shall have to write you a book of phiiosopby, dear 
Beaoer, before I attempt another work of adventures and — spoil it. Bowtn^ 
forgive me for this once: — read the chapter over again, if you forget whewr 
bouts you are,— and, in return, I will promise to matriculate in the impB8si**m 
school, by the time I enter on my next work, that thus, rapt in the * high ezeite 
ment * of scenes of thrilling interest^ and passages of touching tendsmu*t * 
may lose sight of ' reason * altogether. 
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tuyiut as every body is in such an hour, I cursed my fate, 
«iid murmured at the lot of humanity, because, like all 
things else beneath the heavens, it is subject to changes 
and decay. 

One trait in the human character, as called forth by 
this occasion, I cannot forbear mentioning; and the 
Reader shall prove, by his daily observation, that the 
drawing is correct. When conscience reproached me, 
with my own filial ingratitude, and whispered that, if the 
Deity do indeed directly punish us in this life, otherwise 
than in having made a proportionate sufiering, of mind 
imd body, the necessary and unavoidable consequent of 
every delinquency, I was now receiving the wages of my 
flin, 1 answered aloud, with clasped hands and tearful 
eyes, " My father did not, could not feel as I do ! " And 
my mother ? '< She loved me ; but she loved not with the 
bve I bear to Edward ! '' Our own scratches are always 
more painful than our fellow's wounds. 

At length the morning dawned. My anxiety was be- 
come insufferable, fast and watching having done their 
work, and added to the fever of my spirits. I was about 
« to call for Juan, when I heard a gentle knocking at my 
door, and the voice of the man himself, supplicating, 
for Hie hot of Christ, that I would let him in for one 

With a change of feelings too common to need expla- 
nation^ I assumed a tone of indifference, and, unlocking 
Ifae door, bade him << Come in." — It was the first time I 
eaw him since his recent offence ; yet was there nothing 
servile in his deportment. He stood before me with arms 
folded, and head bowed submissively upon his breast,— 
an attitude, which the grand proportions of his Atlas 
firame rendered so striking, that, strange as it may seemi 
I found room to admire it, notwithstanding the feelings 
which crowded on my brain <»- to the exclusion one 
woiild suppose of all other matter* 
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" What would you, Juan ? " I asked, somewhat soft, 
ened. Were the black deformed, my language had been 
less gentle ! 

^* I scarcely dare tell you, senor •• I have beeo 

most ungrateful to the best of masters* — ** 



u 



You have indeed, sir. — You may spare yourself the 
recital, — I know it all." 

" O, no, — 1 would you did, senor ; the worst is yet to 
come. Yesterday morning when the Senorito left the 
house, I followed him ; for there was something in his 
looks that frightened me, knowing as I do what ^ 

" Spare words, if you please, sir. If you have any 
facts, let us have them at onpe." I was writhing with 
the most dreadful anxiety, while I afibcted this indiffer- 
ence. 

" I ran after him," contimiftd Juan, " calling, entreat* 
ing ; but he did not heed me in the least ; and twice — 
twice, sir, — when I came up with him, and ventured to 
lay my hand upon the skirt of his coat, he struck me — 
because I loved him, senor. — My young master never 
paused in his flight till he came to the very edge of the 
water ; and then I threw myself at his feet, and begged 
him — to beat me, trample on me, if he pleased — but 
not to turn me from him " 

" Once more, sir, — spare me this tale of your own 
feelings, and come directly to your facts — if yon have 
any. Be quick ! " 

" The matter, then, senor, which I come to tell you, 
amounts to this. Master Edward was about to take pass- 
age on board a vessel which would sail this morning for 
Spain. I urged all I could to dissuade him from his pur- 
pose ; but, when I found him resolute, I declared boldly 
that I would go with him.— Forgive me, sir, — I 
could not help it.-^ The Senorito, at first, would not listen 
to me, and, saying I should only prove an incumbrance, 
absolutely commanded me to return to my duty. But I 
urged that my duty to you, seiior, was not to abandon 
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jour son when he most needed my services, besides 
using other arguments which my feelings suggested, till 
at length Master Edward seemingly consented, stipulating 
only that I should not come on board till the vessel was 
just about to sail, in order, he said, to guard against dis- 
covery by his father. He bade me bring Mm, in the af- 
ternoon, all the presents he had brought from England, 
which he said were of value more than sufficient to pay 
the expenses of both of us, — though, in my own mind, 
I had resolved I would never cost him a rial." 

" Juan — be quick with your story; or leave me." 

" Pardon, senor, — I am not used to be tedious ; but 
. I carried him the articles in the afternoon, fa- 
voured by the Senor's close retirement, and returned 
again at evening without having been missed. This 
morning, just before day-break, I stole to the shore, with 
the expectation of finding a boat for me, as Master Ed- 
Ward had promised. The boat was indeed there, and 
the vessel lay off the Placer, just ready to set sail ; but 
one of the boatmen said that the Senorito had sailed in 
Mother ship during the night, leaving word for me to re- 
turn to my duty to his father, as pursuit would be idle. — 
0, senor — he is gone ! " 

" Well, sir,— and what then ? " 
- " What then ! " exclaimed the poor black, forgetting 
^here he wai^, in his amazement at my apparent uncon- 
cern. — ". Does the Senor, then, know where Master Ed- 
pvard is fled ?" 

^' Yes ; there was a vessel to sail for Jamaica last night; 
[ suppose your master, sir, will find his way, thence, back 
:o England. — Leave the room." 

Juan gone — and the door locked — the play was 
^ver. I threw myself prostrate on my bed, and groaned 
aloud. * * 

LfOt us cut short this wearisome detail. — With the first 
conveyance I despatched a letter to Sir James Maitland, 
infonning him of my son's flight, and probable intention 

31* 
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of returning to his friends in England, and requesting tbe 
baronet to send me any information he could gather re* 
lating to the youth. 

Of the miserable. interval, which seemed as though it 
never would have end, between this period and the receipt 
of Sir James's answer, I could say much. I will not. Let 
the Reader, if he please, discourse with himself upon my 
sufierings. He may draw thence an useful homily,— 
his text (It will serve, too, to mark the time omitted m . 
my narrative, describing, by a single stroke of the pencil, | 
the state in which I lived for many months — ) In Ream 
was there a voice heardy lamentation and great mowrmgr' 
Rachel rteeping for her children^ and would not he am' 
fortedy because they are not. 

The months passed ; the answer came ; — Edward 
had not been heard of. — One terrible pang, and my 
decision was taken ; for I had already made up my mind 
how I would act in case of such an answer. 

"Juan." 

The faithful fellow is before me, — his eyes upon the 
letter. 

" Do you love my son, and me, with such devotion, that 
you could at any time be ready to leave your country) 
and travel with your master, in search of his lost 
child?" 

" Do I, sir ! Senor ! — Do not ask me ! ** 

"Then be prepared; for, as soon as I can settle my 

business, I shall leave this land for ever." 

Juan leaped for joy. But I — when alone, ^ 

wept. 

Filial ingratitude ! 
Is It not as this mouth should tear this hand 
For lifting food to't ? * * 
O, that way madness lies ; let me shun that ; 
No more of that. 
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At length Us castle irksome grew, 

He loathes his wonted home ; 
His native country he forsakes, 

In foreign lands to roame. 

There up and downe he wandered far, 

Clad in a palmer's gown ; 
Till his brown locks grew white as wool, 

His beard as thistle-down. 

Fkrct's Reliques, 

It was origmally my purpose to proceed regularly with 
my narrative ; but my publisherig object that the work, 
for a debutant, is already too corpulent to force its way 
through the press of public favour, — and against tJieir 
decisions what may I, poor devil, whose life and death 
are in their hands, presume to ofier ! They have turned 
their thumbs upward, I have no kind Editor to interfere, 
and my {)oor two Books must be butchered, and dragged 
from the arena. — It may be, however, that the Reader 
is no sufferer by this unfeeling measure ; for though he 
would have found, perhaps, sufficient of the humorous in 
their composition, yet, for the amorous, or dolorous — panu 
graphs of " passionate feeling, " or scenes of " deep and 
thrilling interest," (except he would count of this nature 
the loss of my faithful Juan, who died on the voyage to 
England *,) he must have put on spectacles to discover 



* His last words were :— " Dear Senor, will you give this to Master Edward,** 
(taking a plain gold ring from his finger.) ** and beg him to presenre It for tM 
sake of the poor black, who loved him better than he did hu own haatmfT* 
Noble fellow ! I have known many of his colour to equal him in heart, bol r ~ 
in head. Requietcttt in puce! 
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such in the Books condemned, — consisting, as they 
chiefly do, of sketches of odd characters taken, during 
my long pilgrimage through different countries, rather 
from a wish to lose the sense of self, than from any love 
of observation, and the << humani nihil a me alienum puto" 
which, like Chremes, I boast of in my nature. 

And why mention this omission ? There was no neces- 
sity of giving my reasons for passing unnoticed the space 
of time that would be described by these two Books ;— 
the Reader might have been carried at once to the next 
division of the work, calling it the Eighth, and would only 
have supposed that he owed me thanks for omitting what 
I thought would prove tedious to him ; — but, when we 
cannot do as we would, there is a vast satisfaction in tell- 
ing what we meant to do. 

As for the information, which it is really important the 
Reader should have, before he be conducted to the 
Tenth and last division of my memoirs, thus it is in few 
words : — 

Leaving Cumana, I returned to my native country. 
Edward had not yet been heard of by his friends, nor, on 
diligent inquiry at all the principal port towns in England, 
could I learn of the arrival of any individual answering 
to his description. Suspecting, then, that the o]:ders lefl 
with the boatmen at Cumana for Juan were a mere arti- . 
fice on the part of Edward, and that the youth had actu- 
ally gone to Spain, I immediately took ship for Cadiz. It 
was too late ; — Edward had indeed been in Cadiz, but 
had lefl it for Lisbon many months before my arrival. To 
Lisbon then I went ; — Edward was not there. — Thus 
did I pass from country to country, and city to city, tra- 
velling over half the continent, and staying sometimes 
more than a twelvemonth in one place, at others scarcely 
a day, till I found myself even in St. Petersburg. There, 
learning that I had been on a false scent ever since my 
quitting Portugal, and receiving no encouragement firom 
my friends in England, with whom I kept up a constant 
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correspondence^ I gave up the search as hopeless.-— I 
had lefl the shores of South America, a man of middle 
age, erect, and little scarred by the vicissitudes through 
which it had been my lot to pass; fifteen years had 
dragged their harrows over me since then; and I re- 
turned to the nearest relatives I had now on earth, 
wrinkled, bent, and gray. 

About two years, or a little more, from this period, a 
friend of Sir James Maitland's — (not the Sir James we 
have hitherto spoken of, but his son and heir — the old 
man being no more * — ) a friend of Sir James Maitland's 
returned from a visit to the United States. The baronet, . 
anxious, as well on his own account as mine, to clear up 
the mystery that enveloped the fate of my son, made in. 
quiries of his friend ; when, behold, the latter instantly 
exclaimed that he had met, on his arrival in New- York, 
with an English gentleman of the name of Levis, who, 
he now remembered, was singularly inquisitive about Sir 
James's family, though for what reasons he never could 
imagine. 

Need I say more ! The next week sent me, with re- 
novated spirits, to seek a new existence in the United 
States of North America. 



* In hiB death he was preceded but a short time by his wife's sisteft Lndj 
Arne. Peace to their ashes ! they deserve it. 
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. CHAPTER I, 

England, with elbow-room, and doubly fVee. 

CoLKBioos, (dtante newapapor.) 

In New- York. Was Edward there? No; nor 

had been since the summer of 1824. And this was the 
year 1826 ! 

What then was to be done ? That my son was still in 
the United States I could not doubt, from certain points 
of information which I gathered from the few Americans 
who knew him ; but further than this nothing could be 
learned. All, who had conversed with Edward, spoke of 
him as one that might win '^ golden opinions from all 
sorts of men," did he show himself at all ^disposed to 
welcome their advances, but so excessively resenred 
that most persons, ascribing his demeanour to haughti- 
ness, actually viewed him with dislike. And this reserve 
he was never known to have laid aside, except when he 
met with individuals that were but recently come firom 
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his own country or firam South America. (What a changi 
firom the heedless youth of seventoen !) Hence but litde 
was known of him. He moved about a sort of mystery,^ 
attracting notice by the elegance of his person, and, 
when he entered into conversation, drawing a little crowd 
around him by the fascination of his voice alone, but re* 
pelling by the sternness of his eye and the chilling aspect 
with which he regarded any thing like approach towards 
familiarity. Hence, I say, little was known of his move- 
mehts : — he came — no one knew whence ; and went — 
no one knew whither. 

There was, then, a very doubtful prospect of my meet- 
ing with Edward by continuing where I was; yet to 
travel from State to State, led by no other guide than 
vague conjecture, were as silly as to go on a voyage of { 
discovery without chart or compass ; — I therefore con- I 
eluded to remain in New- York, at least till the prospect I 
from being doubtful should become obscured altogether. J 

My « spirits, which had seemed to revive a little, now V 
drooped again, and my health of course began to decay r 
with alarming rapidity. To forget myself, and thereby 
dissipate the melancholy listlessness which hung like a 
blighting damp over mind and body, I mingled in every 
kind of society, studying character, and indulging my 
love of the ridiculous, as I had done upon the contineot 
of Europe. 

The result of my observations, as bearing on the citi- 
zens of New- York, would no doubt be highly gratifying 
to my countrymen at home ; who, from a kind of paterad 
anxiety, are never tired of hearing of the New World, no 
matter what may be the nonsense, or how asinine soever i 
may be the mouth th t brays it. Especially would it be I' 
gratifying, if I could have the art to make my notes on 
one city pass curren l for a correct description . of the 
whole Union. But, for the latter favour, — I must con- 
fess, I am not so obliging as to render it. The former, 
though, I am more than half inclined to grant, as it will 
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to make liie . time I spent in New- York, which 
•hould be taken up by this chapter, pass insensibly to 
the Reader, aad will prepare him to find me, at the be- 
^[inning of the next, in a new scene. 
* But I must premise this brief remark, — that my scraps, 
though taken from one bag, are httle connected, — scarcely, 
iodeed, stitched together. — They will have, however, one 
^idvantage over those of any other traveller, in as much 
US they will leave the Reader, at their close, as well ac- 
quainted with the people of New- York, as he is at their 
eoHimencement. 

I shall say nothing, I repeat, of that portion of the 
JLmericans with which I have as yet not made acquaint- 
ance, unwilling as I am to come in collision with Siiiel- 
&ngus II.*, whose seven-league genius could stride over 
the character of a whole people, and take its measure, in 
the space of some dozen or two of months. As I have 
not the felicity to be possessed of so convenient an appa- 
ratus for the mensuration of distances, and could not, with 
my snail's pace, take in the different bearings under ten 
— no, nor twenty years, I must beg my readers to excuse 
me for declining to satisfy their curiosity x>n a point, which 
is exciting still more and more interest with all our coun- 
Uymen, lest my crude opinions should come in direct 
opposition to the concocted judgments of a mind, whose 
acuteness of observation, I am pleased to say it, is only 
rivalled by its extraordinary faculty of drawing thence 
conclusions which certainly no other intellect under hea- 
ven would ever have thought of. 

Indeed, of Englishmen in general in the United States, 
I may say : — I wonder how the Americans can treat 
our countrymen with any decency ; for their conduct 
certainly does not deserve it. When a Frenchman, or 
a Spaniard, comes to America, he behaves just as he was 



* Fide Smel's Travels in North AmericOj passim. 
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wont to do in his own country ; but the moment an Eng* 
Hshman sets bis foot upon the ground of the New Worid, 
he struts as an inhabitant of a city does in the aisle of a 
country church. He leaves his native shores, predisposed 
to find the Americans barbarians, — and you know when 
John Bull has once made up his mind to any opinioo, it 
is hard to make him drop that opinion, even when its 
absurdity stares him in the very face. I have observed 
that his conduct is the same in any foreign land. Jast 
80 a dunghill C€>ck struts when he is newly set down in a 
strange farm-yard. — I can account for the kindness of 
the Americans, only by supposing that, as they are alia 
sensible people, (notwithstanding what Captain Basil and 
the Quarterly may say,) this behaviour appears so ridi- 
culous, that it keeps them in constant good-humour with 
its actors, — just as one looks kindly on the clown in 
a circus, or gives nuts to the monkey that amuses him hf 

its antics. 

One thing I could not help noticing in the people of 
New- York, — their admiration of every thing that is new, 
and contempt, or rather, hatred of what is old. Their 
houses are never suffered to look the least mouldy ; as 
soon as the paint grows dull, on goes a fresh coat firom 
basement to chimney-top : and the only church in the 
city that looks as a church should, (I mean that of the 
Trinity,) they have, within a few weeks, daubed to the 
very vane with a bluish gray, accurately pencilling ia 
white the exact dimensions of the stones, so as totally to 
efface any thing like a venerable air from its exterior ! 
It now looks, for all the world, like an old lady in a fancy 
cap and trimmings. 

I would advise the corporation of the church to assign, 
to those among them who voted for this renovation of 
the dame's complexion, a coat of arms in common, to be 
suspended over the staircase leading to the gallery, as a 
suitable commemoration of their great achievement 
Which coat, to saye them troubley they may blazon thus : 
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«-^ Cheeky argent and azure, on a chevron temU^ heiwem 
ikree monhies* heads erased or, a mushroom froper hehoeen 
two asses' heads couped of the firsL For Crest — on a 
foolscap^ tasselled and helled or, a dexter' arm ^fiexed sable^ 
holding in Us fist clinched of the same a tohite^toash brush 
proper. With the Motto, Rerum novarum sludiosi^ Should 
the gentlemen object to this, that in a republican govem- 
menty where all men are equal, and families are confounded 
as soon as founded, the distinction of armorial bearings 
would be, like all other distinctions, a very great absur- 
dity, besides an indecent parade above their fellow-citi- 
zens, who ought to hold their crests as high as they, I 
answer — that, as every individual in their city, no mat- 
ter what may be his station or his origin, that can afibrd 
to keep his carriage, paints upon the pannels, merely as 
an innocent ornament, the arms that Mr. Lovett, seal- 
engraver, may find belonging to his name, which arms 
most generally display a duke's or an earl's coronet sur- 
mounting them, I cannot see why they, the gentlemen 
aforesaid, may not in their corporate capacity be scutch" 
eoned likewise, — especially as they aspire to no distinc- 
tion above the coxcomb of a private gentleman. 

And since I am upon the subject of distinctions, I would 
remark, that, as every man naturally would raise himself 
to a level with his neighbour — the secret of all republics, 
and as the said neighbour, when elevated, would, also 
naturally, keep himself above the aforesaid every man — 
the secret of all aristocracies ; otherwise, as every where, 
from the North pole to the South, " Those that are in 
sing, while those that are out pout " — the secret of human 
natucp, so, in the New World, (I beg pardon of the Royal 
Navy — in New- York,) so, in New- York those that are up 
to-day being down to-monow, their friends, that sit upon 
the other extremity of the board, rising in their turn, look 
down with supreme contempt upon the former, — their po- 
sition obliging them to so unpleasant a use of their optics. 
Hence we find that the hest blood, in this great city of the 
Western Continent» is that which flows in obscurity \ . 
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while those who have no claims to respectability either 
on the score of birth, or better, of those recofninendatioDS 
which are the only just claims to respectability, a gooi 
head and a good heart, having bought themselves a hobby 
higher than their neighbours', ride cockhorse triumphant. 
The consequence is that both are haughty : — the former, 
because they are slighted, and feel their real superiority 
in station the more where there are so few to compete 
^vith them fairly ; the latter, because, having the sceptre 
of fashion in their hands, and not being accustomed to 
wield it from early life, they think that the best way to 
make it be seen is to thrust it into the eyes of every one 
they meet. Both are haughty, I say, and arrogant ; but 
the former's arrogance is. that of the lion, the latter'sthat 
of the ass. Which is the more bearable I leave every 
one to pronounce for himself ; all can see which is the 
more ridiculous. — And yet, why should we begrudge 
the poor butterfly his day of sunny existence ! It matters 
little that his spotted wings and downy body sprang from 
a nasty grub. Or why, when we smell the flower, or eat 
the salad, should we ask how they were raised ! The 
brightest and sweetest buds that decorate the bosom of 
the fairest belle, and the most esculent vegetable that 
helps digestion in the grist-mill of the fattest belly, were 
sprinkled through the vulgar proboscis of a tin water- 
ing-pot, and drew their juices from the sweepings of a 
stable.* 



* A word on this same subject ere we leave it. Let not the Reader sniqMie 
that I am backward in this age of reform. Though an old man, I am not so 
liredded to ancient prejudices and abuses, as to dote upon them because tbey 
are ancient. I cheerfully float down the current of opinion, — not because I fetf 
to have my windows broken, or cannot afford to lose an inch of popularity like 
Sir Walter Scott, but because it suits my principles ; and I can honestly, as joy- 
fully, say, In the name of God, let the stream flow oa! It must wear in timetbe 
channel that it wants, — though not so soon, in my opinion, as most of those 
who watch its course are disposed to think. The remarks in the text, somewhtt 
■ satirical I grant, advance nothing against the blessings of the noblest govern' 
ment under Heaven ; they but attempt to prove, (if such poor evidence be indeed 
•needed, where we have our senses to convince us,) that there is no such tUof 
In nature as equality. Doubtless, that all men are bom free and equal la a tmtk 
•e^-evident ; that iky— they all come into the world alUce witbout n ahUfti kit 
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In conclusion, I will add one other scrap, which, 
the rest, having nothing to do with the chapter, or indeed 
with the work at all, may be neglected or perused, ac- 
cording to the pleasure of the Reader. 

The citizens of New- York are a very peaceable, or- 
derly sort of people. They are but little litigious,—- 
except one portion of the community, which, indeed, is 
quarrelsome wherever found, (ubinam gentium^) as all fish- 
women are scurrilous, and all hackney-coachmen fraudu- 
lent, — I mean the medical tribe. Very lately, a ridiculous 
action, for a more ridiculous libel, was brought before 
the Court of Sessions, which amused me excessively. As 
my purpose in this place is solely to amuse theej pliant 
Reader, and cheat thee of a page or two of graver matter, 
give attention now, and laugh with me at the whimsies of a 
race, that are the same in the New World that they are 
with us of the Old, as irritable as though they fed upon 
their own cantharides, and were one grand plaister from 
oBsophagus to rectum. 

Certain members of the profession form themselves 
into a secret society, which could do no harm, — as it 
matters httle, I should say, whether blind men walk in 
the dark or light. Two other members of the same pro- 
Session, jealous that these cocks should scratch for grain, 
and clap their wings, at the very top of the dunghill, the 
admiration of every Partlet in the farmyard, while they 
are forced to' keep at the bottom unnoticed, forthwith 
open their throats, and crow most magnanimously at the 
aforesaid cock association. This the latter take in great 
dudgeon ; but, afraid to come down to beat their enemies, 
lest they should spill some of their own blood, and thereby 
err against a law of their instincts, (which bids them 



it !■ br no means so self-evident that they all alike have it at their option whe- 
tiier they will put on linen or cotton, or, shiftless altogether, be contented with 
m tlin^e diclcey. Rank there must be, rank there is — every where ; but the' 
only claim to its possession should be merit ; and such a claim is not acknow- 
ledged, and never will be acknof^ledged — any where. 

32* 
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bleed copiously — but never tbemselves,) besides leaving 
their pleasant situation exposed to be occupied by others, 
refer the matter to the lawyer crow.* — The whole farm- 
yard is put in commotion, — cocks crowing, crows cock- 
ing, and ducks, dogs, cats, and hogs, quacking, yelping, 
mewing, and squeaking, and all because one spurred 
chicken is a lump or two of filth above another ! — And 
how was this matter decided, this wing-clapping, this 
mighty gallic complaint? Not at all. The crows only 
plucked a few feathers from both sides of the question, 
and left the parties to fight it out. They should have 
stripped the whole roost, and then — been shot them- 
Aielves ; and thus the farmyard would have been benefit- 
ted, being deprived of two evils, quarrelsome cocks and 
plundering crows. 

And now, have I not fulfilled my promise, Readert 
What, have you gathered from these scraps ? Not to 
mention my little hints on the pleasure of walking 
arm in arm with one's brother when we have it in 
our power to ride upon his neck, you have learned that 
the citizens of New- York are not so barbarous as travel- 
ling Englishmen would make them. The decent people, ■ 
of all sorts, paint their houses, the wealthy ride with core 
nets on their coaches, and the doctors squirt their syringes 
at one another, — just as they do elsewhere. Pah ! Pas- 
sons sur ce chapitre. 



* Ordo,— ptc«. GemiBj— legisperitus. Species,^ urisconstUtustCaMsiiinH 
procurator. Limn. 
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CHAPTER IL 



datur ora tueri, 



Nate, tua, et notas audiro et reddere voces. 

ViRO.— JEn» 



Month marching after month, and with so slow a step 
it seemed as though there were an echo doubling in miiii^ 
ears the tedious time, — yet no Edward, no news of 
£dward, nothing to bear up my spirits from total prostra- 
tion but a forced excitement, the more difficult to be 
maintained that my age and the trials through which I 
had passed, having tamed my once wild nature, disposed 
me rather to the enjoyment of domestic quiet than the life 
I was leading, my constitution, which had stood un- 
shaken the great vicissitudes of my eventful career, the 
storm that blighted, and the sunshine that scorched, al- 
most sunk before the slow but sure sapping of melancholy, 
and'.that sickness af the heart which comes of hope de* 



•Were I circumstanced like most men^ had I intimate 
friend or near relative, some one with whom I could for- 
get that self, that cursed self, which wore me to the bone, 
I might by little and little have weened my thoughts from 
Edward, and in time have reconciled myself to his loss ; 
but, here, I was ten times more lonely than I had been 
at Cumana immediately subsequent to my wife's death 
and previous to my son's arrival. Too old for the young, 
and too young for the old, I had none to care for me, 
none whom I could care for in return, — no living being, 
no things to which I could link my own existence and 
feel I was not all alone. 
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8ick, then, to absolute loathing of the city, I detenmned 
to try a change of scene, and endeavoury by constant 
novelty, to lighten, if I could not remove, the weight upon 
my spirits. Accordingly, leaving such instructions at 
each of the principal hotels that in case of my son's 
coming to New-York I might be instantly apprised of it 
by letter, I set out for a tour through the states of New 
^England. 

It was my intention to go as far north as the Yflaiid 
Mountains in New Hampshire ; but my journey was sud- 
denly arrested, almost ere it had well commenced. 

Having stopped at a small town on the Connecticat, I 
took advantage of a delicious moonlight evening to stroll 
about the adjacent country. My strength was much en- 
feebled, as I have intimated, and being fatigued I sat 
down on the bank of the river to rest myself. My eyes 
were on the silver water, my thoughts — no, not on Ed* 
ward — but gazing down the vista of my past life. A 
leaf, half withered, had fallen at my feet : — This made 
me think of the month, which was August — August just 
expiring ; thence the transition was natural to the year, 
which was 1827 ; then, in like course, the thought was 
suggested that soon, (in less than fourteen weeks,) I should 
have completed sixty years, two thirds at least, of my ex- 
istence ; and thus, brought back to the leaf, I said within 
myself, " In ten years, ten little years, the period allotted 
to man to live will have had its course with me. Should 
I fall, like this half withered leaf, before my season of 
duration has run its proper length, what things useful 
have I done, in all that space of time, to redeem the many 
misspent hours? What things good to set in balance 
against the folly and the wickedness which stand charged 
against me ?" And I gazed down the vista of my pasi 
life. — More important thoughts than these have had 
their origin in a meaner cause than the fall of a decaying 
leaf. 
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My reflections were interrupted by a rustling in the 
bushes behind me, and the rough yet half su]^pre8sed 
Toice of a man, muttering curses in his impatience to se- 
crete himself. As the spot I occupied was on the slope 
of the bank, and at least a foot below the place where 
the man lay hidden, which was at the top and close to the 
road it bordered, and as the trees, which projected over 
the bank, threw a shadow on my situation dark as that* 
which concealed the man from me, I felt that I was play- 
ing the involuntary spy upon his actions, and accordingly 
I would have changed my position and removed to a 
greater distance ; but the man's impatience to gain his 
place of concealment, the anxiety wherewith, (to judge 
from the sound of his movements,) he every minute or 
two looked out upon the road to watch the coming of 
some expected object, and the horrible oaths that fell in 
scarce distinct muttering from his lips, when the dry 
twigs would crackle noisily beneath his pressure, were 
so suspicious, that dreading some meditated villainy, I 
felt it was not only justifiable on my part to listen, but 
even an act of duty, seeing that I could easily remove 
from my cover in case the fellow's actions should prove 
to be misconstrued. 

Presently were heard the sound of footsteps and the 
voices of a man and child approaching ; — My neigh- 
bour's hiding-place became at once as quiet as the grave. 
The sounds grew nearer, — passed : — The rustling was 
renewed, the man that had crouched among the trees 
above me stole from his lair to the edge of the road, and, 
as I crawled afler him noiseless on hands and feet I saw 
him look up and down the road suspiciously, then, thrust- 
ing his right hand into his vest, walk on with quick but 
silent steps behind the party he had watched, carefully 
keeping near the bank where the trees cast a broad sha- 
dow. I had now no question of his motives, and, while 
a cliill ran over my whole frame, I followed the villain, 
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(uting his own precautions,) in order to prevent the miff* 
der if possible. 

We both approached the party. The fellow left dM 
shaded side of the road, took two steps towards hit IB* 
tended victim, then, springing forward, raised the bui 
he had hitherto kept in his vest, while something glitterei 
in the moonshine. At that moment I grasped him bytbe 
throat, and we fell together. — The action was so instaft* 
taneous that the party attacked seemed not aware of fas 
danger till startled by the heavy fall, notwithstanding dot 
the child that was with him had cried out at the sami 
time that I seized the ruffian. 

The fellow with whom I was struggling had the advan- 
tage of me in youth and personal vigour, besides the sti* 
mulus arising from the urgent peril of his situation, and 
before the other party could interfere he released himself 
from my grasp, sprang froin the ground, and, turning 
down a lane which crossed the road near the scene of 
action, disappeared. 

The individual I had rescued from such imminent dan* 
ger now informed, by a single exclamation from the child 
of the obligation he owed to me, stooped and assisted me 
to rise. " You are wounded, sir ?" he anxiously inquired, 
as he drew his hand from under my led shoulder and 
found it wet with blood. The voice thrilled to my very, 
heart ; for in every respect, save the greater depth of its 
tones, it resembled my lost boy's, — the tame as his its 
peculiar accents, the same its sweet harmonious flow. I 
had no time for the thoughts, the hopes, that might have 
risen on this foundation; for the moment I gave my answer, 
(that the wound received in the struggle was but stight,)the 
strai^ger started back with a Loud exclamation of mingled 
joy and amazement, and taking my arm made me face the 
moon, while the same pale light revealed in part his OVB 
features. The recognition was instantaneous. 

<< Father!" exclaimed the stranger, throwing himself 
upon my neck. 
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<* My son ! my son !" I sobbed, as I clasped in my 
urms. the recovered soul of my existence. 

Could the circumstances have been selected to add 
^fiect to this scene, they could not have better concurred 
Id render it impressive ; — the hour, the solitude, the so- 
lemn stillness, the dim but holy light, — no broad glarQ 
of day to shock by the appearance of publicity feelings 
vhichy like others of their kind, loved to nestle in the 
abade, no stupid starers to insult us by their hollow-hearted 
qrmpathy, — but the sofl, pure splendour of the beautiful 
planet, and God himself looking down from his own blue 
heaven on this reunion of the nearest and dearest tie in 
nature. 

When the first transport of emotion was over, Edward 
gently withdrew himself from my embrace, but still suf. 
fered his head to rest affectionately on my shoulder, and 
said, " My father! is it thus, after so many years of sepa- 
feation, and now in a foreign land, is it thus we meet ! You 
gave me life, I was unthankful for the gift, and you renew 
it ! Q, my father, how can I ever !" 

** We have both been guilty, Edward," I said, hasten- 
ing to interrupt him ; *' and we have both suffered for it* 
Let the sorrows ^f the past be now forgotten in the joy of 
Ihe present and the prospect of better days to come." 

Edward merely pressed my hand in reply, and then 
said, with a tenderness that at the moment seemed to re- 
pay me for all I had endured on his account, '* I fear, sir, 
your wound is more serious than you would have me be- 
lieve ?" 

" It is but trifling I do assure you, my son." 

"Thank Godf — Lean upon me, dear sir; — my 
home is not very far from here." Edward put my arm 
through his. 

As we walked onward, << How singular," he remarked, 
^ that after so long a separation we should at last meet 
here — so far at once from our own country and that 
other land which we both have lefl ! Am I wrong, dour 



on 
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sir? you have wandered hither solely to seek thmri 
worthless prodigal, who could so heartlessly abandome 

your 

"I have indeed, Edward. To find you, to see you 
once again, has been my sole object for these eighteen 
long years." 

"And how little have I deserved this tenderness !—l I 
And yet, dear sir, I am not quite so guilty as I seem.|li 
Had I but known of your forgiveness, if I had had thejle 
least intimation that your love was warmer than my owii|ii: 
repentance, we had both been spared much sorrow, and 
/ — much remorse. Ten years ago, when fortune began 
to favour the industry necessity had taught me, and I 
thought I might venture to solicit your forgiveness with* 
out clashing against the pride which has been at once 
my good and evil counsellor in all the changes of my life, I 
wrote to you at Cumana, acknowledging my past offences, 
and praying to be restored to favour ; but — I received 



no answer " 



^ 



" O Edward, do you know me then so little as to think, 
** for one moment, that I could cherish resentment for an 
offence, which was after all as much of my own sinning 
as of yours ! Your letter never reached nae ; for I left 
Cumana a twelvemonth after you yourself had quit 
it." 

Edward pressed my hand, and continued: — "This 
letter was written at Bourdeaux in France. Three years 
afterwards, in New Orleans, in this country, when I was 
about to enter into marriage, I wrote again, — but believe, 
me, with a sore, distrustful heart. Judge of my feelings, 
father, when the letter, (which I had sent, for better secu- 
rity, to the care of a commercial correspondent in Carac- 
cas,) was returned to me unopened, with the in formation that 
no such person as yourself was known in Cumana, though 
many years ago one of your name was resident there, of 
whom nothing now could be learned ! Immediately on 
receiving this afflicting intelligence, I wrote to my early 
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' Yriend and classmate James Maitland, (the old baronet 

^ "Ibeing deceased,) acquainting him with my exact situation, 
'^cmd my ignorance of all I wished to know respecting my 
^nly parent, and begging him to use every endeavour to 

' 'Satisfy my filial anxiety. This letter I gave in particular 
charge to a man whom I. had essentially obliged, ahd 
I enjoined it upon him to see Sir James himself, and de«- 
^iver it into no other hands than his ; yet, sir, not the 

*» ieast notice was taken of it by Sir James, and, when I 
iiad written to the bearer and inquired the reason of this 
neglect, I received for answer that the letter had been 
faithfuHy delivered into the baronet's own hands." 

*' Depend upon it, my son, the individual you trusted 
could never have executed his commission. He had 
probably lost the letter, and was meanly ashamed to ac- 
knowledge his carelessness ; for Sir James, Edward, is 
"9. man too much like his father to act unkindly by an old 
friend ; and, indeed, it is to his inquiries on your account 
that I owe the information which has sent me hither." 

" And so I am, now, most happy to believe ; but, then, 
my pride was sorely touched, and, involving all my friends 
in the supposed fault of one, I forswore my country and 
determined never to leave America. — Being sufficiently 
wealthy to give up business, I lefl the south, and settled 
myself in this part of New England. Here, devoting 
myself to study, I ^ead a life of the closest retirement ; so 
much so, indeed, ^as to give great offence' to the good 
people of the neighbouring town, who forsooth, because 
it is not my pleasure to make friends of any of them, or 
to pubUsh my whole history, must needs whisper among 
themselves that all is not as it should hCy and that tJ^ Eng- 
lish stranger has good reasons^ no doubt, for Reserving his 
Qum secret, — I am reputed rich, aad as my custom is 
known of walking in these solitary spots by night, with no 
other companion than my wife or child, and not unfre- 
quently alone, I can readily account for the attack which 
Vol. n. 33 
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has just been made upon, me, and to which, dear sir, I 
owe — so much ! " Here Edward pressed my hand,— 
a trifling action — but it spoke the force of feelings which 
words would have made appear but tame. 

" I heard of you in New-York, Edward. Your reserve 
appears to have been as little relished there as you say 
it is here." 

" Yes, on the few occasions I have had to visit that 
city, I associated with but few persons other than those 
who, lately come from South America or our own coun- 
try, could satisfy, the inquiries which I made in the faint 
hope of learning something of the parent I had forsaken ; 
— for I have passed through thatj my father, which j 
almost makes me loathe the society of my fellows." 
Were the light sufficient to render so minute a change of 
countenance perceptible, I am sure I should have seen 
the dark cloud gather on his brow, so deeply sad was the 
tone in which the last few words were said. He sighed, 
and added, **Nor does the seclusion necessary for my 
studies fail to nourish these unsocial feelings." 

Though my anxiety was strongly excited to know what 
troubles he could have suffered, the recollection of which 
seemed so distressful, I hastened to change the subject. 
" Well, dear Edward, — I find you, then, settled in life — 
married, and a father I presume," leaning across him to 
place my hand upon the shoulder of the little boy, who 
had hitherto- walked beside us entirely unnoticed." 

" Hush ! " said Edward, playfully, " you shall know 
all in good time. And see, here we are at my home — 
and yours too I hope, dear sir." 

Thus speaking, he opened a gate, which led into an 
avenue so thickly shaded that scarce a gleam of moon- 
light might penetrate the leafy canopy to make the d4xrk' 
nets visihUf — a peculiarity, in a CQuntry where the inha- 
bitants in general seem to prefer the prospect of even the 
barren road to being shut up in a hermitage of trees. I 
caught upon my cheek the pleasant coolness of the grove, 
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and listened to the melancholy murmur of the branches 
and their foliage, as the night breeze swept over them, 
and for a second my thoughts were of my native land. 

We walked up the avenue in silence, and came suddenly 
in front of the house, a plain white building, altogether 
English in its character. The "watchdog's honest bark " 
brought to the door a large negro man-servant, whose 
feFmile of welcome, as he made way for his master, re- 
minded me of Juan, and made me think of Juan's ring, 
which I am not ashamed to say I wore upon my finger* 
"Mother, mother ! " cried our little companion, running 
into the parlour with the eagerness which all children 
display when they have news to communicate, be the 
budget good or bad, "father had like to have been " 

ESdward silenced him, and, putting the child aside, led me 
into the room, where a very beautiful wom^ was seated, 
like the Roman matron, busy with her needle-work. 

"Julia," he said, "I have brought you home a fa- 
ther. This is the parent whose loss I have so long 
lamented." 

At first my son's wife could not speak from amaze* 
ment ; but, when I approached to salute her, she gave 
me her hand, and turned her fair cheek to my kiss, and 
welcomed me with real warmth. 

"And she, dear sir," said Edward, addressing me, 
" has a double claim upon your love. * Julia is the 
daughter of your first fi^end's youngest and favourite 
sister." 

« What ! of Julia Clayton ? " 

" The same, dear sir," replied the lady, extending me 
a very pretty hand to clasp, and with a modest grace* that 
made no light impression on my happy heart. 

" This," I exclaimed, pressing the soft fingers with a 
fondness which I even then began to feel for my new 
daughter, " this is, indeed, adding to my cup of happiness, 
which I thought was already full ! " 



\ 
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^But how is thui ! " I added, as I observed my grand- 
«on hiding behiAd his motber,. and peeping at me ovof 
her shoulder, as though he were afraid to be seeD» 
" Wont you come to me, my little fellow 1 " 

" No," stoutly answered the child. 

« How, sir ! " exclaimed my son, " Is this the WAy you 
behave to your grandfather?" Grandfather! — how 
curious that word sounded in my ears ! (as it sounds no 
doubt in yours, my Reader.) 

" I don't like him," answered the boy, " his eyes look 
so sharp and funny, and he's got such a great long 
nose." 

"Jeremy!" cried his fathcr,^ sternly, and quite in 
anger, — though, for my own part, I could scarcely keep 
from laughing, — " Go to your grandfather this instatit, 
sir!" 

" Jeremy," said I, putting out my arms to the reluctant 
child, — " Why you are my namesake too ! Wont you 
come to me now ? " 

" Am I ? " exclaimed the little fellow, arching the long 
lids of his beautiful blue eyes, — " Why then I'll come. 
And«I like you better now, for* your eyes don't look so 
bright," — and he suffered me to set him on my knee, 
pass my fingers through his flaxen ringlets, and kiss his 
cherry lips.^ 

I was sensibly touched by this little proof of Edward's 
affection and remorse, the calling his first-born son after 
the parent he had parted with in anger, and whose 
forgiveness he feared he had for ever forfeited. — And 
yet, tliough it was so pleasing to trace the motives, the 
act itself I could have well excused; for now, dear Reader, 
behold my laudable intention in giving my own son a 
decent name completely frustrated, and the odious Jeremy 
still sticking like a bur to the family nomenclature ! 0, 
had the sublime novels, that are written now, been writ- 
ten sixty years ago, then, might my mother have con-^ 
ceived the idea of calling me by some, more beautiful 
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prcBfiomen than anyof those which rovsed my father's oppo* 
sition^ and my father^ in admtration of its euphimy, haTtt 
consented ! Then what capers might I not have cut on the 
pages of romance, an Algernon or a Clarence ! But, ah 
me unhappy ! who was christened Jeremy! * now 'i'l K' 
Heigho ! I am growing melancholy on this rhapsody, aiad 
must break the spelL'f 

I had had as yet but little opportunity of observing 
closely what changes time might hare made in Edvrard's 
appearance : now I was pained, if not surprised, to find 
him bearing a character of countenance sadly different 
from that I expected to see.j: Sorrow had stamped her 
iron seal upon all his features ; and so habitual were be- 
come the melancholy. curling of the lip and the uneasy 
knitting, of the brow, that, even when roused to gayety 
by any cause, the smile would vanish the moment the ex- 
citement ceased, and the gloom of discontent spread 
again its shadow over his countenance. He was still 
remarkably handsome, and one of the noblest looking 
men I have ever met ; but his beauty was of a kind rather 
attractive than pleasing. 

" Edward," I could not help saying, — "you are much 
altered," 

His countenance assumed on the instant a most painful 
expression, the lip quivering and the cg^ii moistening. 
" Yes," he murmured, in so low a voice B^lldukl scarcely 
distinguish it, — " I have indeed seen troubfe i" then in- 
stantly brightening, he added, in his sweetest tones, 
" But — I am happy now ; am 1 not, Julia ? " The lady 
smiled upon her husband in a manner that showed he 



O ego Isvns, 



dai pargor, fcc. 

t As writers say in this great age of fkiry thought and magic invocation 
iJinglicey m3flnical apostrophe.) 

t Tor we are never prepared for the changes wliich time maymakt in fHenda 
that are absent from iis,^ thoogh we think that we are. 

33* 
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had nothing to complain of on the score of connubial 

felicity. " And you too are altered, my father." 

« Yes, my son, time and trouble have done their work 
on me, as on others ; but I too am happy now." A fer- 
vent pressure of the hand was the mutual assurance that 
all that was punful in the recollection of the past should 
henceforth .be cancelled between us, and affection on one 
side, and affection and gratitude on the other, take the 
place of less kindly and less natural feelings. 
" And shall I not have your history, Edward ? " 
" Not to-night, dear sir. Let us now look at your wound ; 
— we. have neglected it too long in our joy at meeting." 
* " You need not worry yourself,. Edward ; it is scarcely 
skin-deep. — See, it was not worth while evdn to remove 
the handkerchief." 

" You have a servant with you, sir ? " 
« Yes, I left him at the inn." 

" I will send for him directly, and for your trunks ; — 
yo\i shall not leave ua, dear sir. — Now, we will speak 
of to-night's adventure ; for I see my true woman of a 
wife is anxious to know what mean the bandage on your 
arm and this mysterious talk of wounds, and your little 
namesake here is longing to have his say. To-morrow 
I will tell you what has happened to me since- we parted, 
and you, dear sir, shall requite me for my story by your 



own."* 



* Here iends the tale. If the work be already of too arrogant a size for a can* 
didate, who, doubtless, according to ancient and classical usage, should present 
himself before the honour-giving pnblie with as blank a face as possible, ((«^« 
coMdida;)— few pages and a wide margin, it is not likely to shrink into a mow 
modest compass by the addition of a narrative more pregnant with adventura 
than even mine own. Should, however, the Beader be so well satined with tb« 
flavour of thett memoirs as to feel an appetite to dip into my son's, prepared for 
digestion by the same hand, he knows how to express his wi^es in a manner thst 
my publishers will find quite easy and pleasant of comprehension. 
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CONCLUSION. 



O quid solutiB eat beatiui euris, 

Com mens onus reponit ! 

" O, w^at BO swe«t as cares redreB8*d| 
" When the tir'd mind lays down its load ! " 

Trantlation (Lond. 170JK> 



Having thus led the special subject of these pages, 
my proper self, through the closing act, I will take ad- 
vantage of the very laudable, though not very dramatic 
custom, of .giving, in what may be called a tail-piece, 
their "quietus" to those subordinate characters who 
have not genteely died, or been disposed of in some other 
summary manner, in the body of the narrative. 

Imprimis of Lady Mary Maitla?;d, (Miss Paynthurn- 
ley and Mrs. Snubbs that was,) — Her ladyship Ss still 
living, at the autumnal age of sixty-eight. If the Reader, 
in thinking of her now, cannot divest himself of the idea 
of caps, gray hairs, and wrinkles, let him couple with it 
the idea of every virtue that can render a woman be- 
loved and respected, and I am sure he wiU find the pic. 
ture not intolerable, if very unromantic. 

Lawyer Fox — (that we should bring the crow into 
such proximity with the swan !) sleeps like his ancestor 
Bravo John. 

His polished partner is fermenting with her father the 
brewer. 

The two Misses Fox, thirty years back, having pur- 
chased with their wealth a change of name, were doing 
their duty in their generation by rearing up a numerous 
posterity to know " what U whaty^ — the youngest, prettiw 
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«st, and most childish, << pleased," according to her 
nature, ^'witha Rattle," having accepted the hand of 
our hoon companion the Lieutenant, — the other having 
been espoused by Proxy — not the proxy of imperisd 
ladies, but something more substantial, in the person of 
our rosy-cheeked acqaintance and <' kind of cousin" 

Mrs. Bvlleye lived to see her honest industry of no 
avail, by slipping out of life a week before her uncle. 

Splint was found dead in his bed, with the last 
<< Edinburgh " open on a table beside him and having the 
emphatic monosyllable *' Damn ! " written in large cha- 
racters on the title page, — a sentence which most judges 
of common pleas have thought should have been passed 
upon it, as well as on its rival the Quarterly, long before 
that. However, some things seem to flourish under a 
bad name, — as your beetle fattens by rolling in filth. 

Tom DrIammer, soon after he had entered the work- 
shop of the Quarterly, walked off the stage of life with a 
precipitation jrery unseemly in a hero of the buskin. For, 
having taken the liberty to compliment atk author on the 
possession of a leaden intellect, the latter forthwith cram- 
med some of his brains into the barrel of a pistol aod 
fired them at Thomas ; whereupon, our long-legged ac- 
quaintance, unable to stand so heavy a charge, fell down 
incontinently, and gave up the ghost. 

The Spitses, both, lie mouldering in one green church- 
yard, — though Ratey still, a dutiful rib, keeps the same 
*' respectable " distance from her Johnny as she did when 
in the flesh. Their " Bull," I believe, has taken in his 
horns, and, of course, holds forth no more accomodation 
fgr either man or beast. 

Nor must we pass unmentioned the widow of fat Doctor 
Smith, — gratitude to the memory of that jolly friend 
obliging us to take some notice of his yellow relict. The 
lady is still living, and still a widow, though under another 
name ; for the lawyer to whom the Doctor ordered his 
breeches to be offered, in order to let him pilfer what he 
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chose about them, delighted with their ample accomoda- 
tions, and not thinking it worth his while to fumble in the 
pockets when he could step into the whole concern with 
equal ease, grasped the emblem of conjugal authority in 
the very face of Mr. Catheter, who was squirting amorous 
glances at the same, and made the happy Lott Mrs» 
Catchem. 

As for myself — (Will you not indulge me, gentle 
friends, in this brief peroration ?) As for myself; — 

I have laboured under sorrows ; but they have not 
crushed me. I feel myself the better for their chasten- 
ing. I can still laugh, when dance before my memory 
the merry visions of scenes that waked the laughter of 
my youth ; and when I open the little drawer, where the 
tokens of friends now dead are treasured, and my eyes 
rest on the dark curl, still glossy and still soft as ever, 
and the little jet crucifix, and the box of tortoise-shell 
with the withered flower, I think of thee, Nannette, and 
of thee, Agata, and the tears course down my aged 
cheeks, as free as when those cheeks were in their 
bloom and the morning of life shone bright in my now 
dim eyes. 



; 4 



POSTSCRIPT. 



Inveni portum 



Nil mihi vobiscum 



Anon. 



Nil mihi vobiscum. The dearest friends must some- 
times part, — and here, kind Readers, one and all, I 
press your hands. Yet, wotoan as I am in not a few 
respects, I find some words, still left unsaid, to keep me 
at the door. Not that I would apologize for any insuf- 
ficiency; for what an impudent ass be is, that will 
thrust his presence into company for which he thinks 
it is unfit ! but because there arej in the pages you 
have just finished reading, certain peculiarities that 
call for explanation. 

" Discite, 6 miseri, et causas cognoscite rerum.'* 

In the first place, you have noticed a singular differ- 
ence in the style of the early part of the work from the 
rest. It seems as though the writer had set out on a cer- 
tain plan, and then, disliking his own road, had strayed 
more and more from the track, till he abandoned it alto^ 
gether. I allude to such interruptions in the narrative 
as occur, for instance, on page 28 of vol. i., where the 
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Reader is made to take a part in the scene, for tlie sole 
purpose of introducing a remark about as witty as it is 
novel. Such passages are, indeed, but '' few, and far be- 
tween ;" yet I heartily wish they were reposing on the 
sheets of some boarding-school miss's common- place 
book — any where, but where they are. — To account 
for the appearance of these puerilities, when I a&rm 
them to be so foreign from my own taste, circumstances 
forbid me at present The reader may however believe 
that I can account for it, and in a manner which I hope 
he will have an opportunity of acknowledgiug sadsfec- 
tory. 

In the next place, from the satirical chapter imitative 
of the style of one of the most popular novels of the 
day, (I mean the 22d chap, of Bk. ii,) it would appear 
that the work was meant for an earlier date than figures 
on the title page; for now, that so long a time has 
elapsed since that novel made its first appearance from 
the press, the ridicule will prove almost pointless. The 
present work, indeed, is nearly eighteen months behind 
its time, having been intended for publication in the 
Spring of 1830. The causes of a procrastination so 
• prejudicial to its interests it shall be my pride, at some 
future day, to make known, — that is to say, if you, 
sweet Readers, give the opportunity. 

Remarking the above leads me to speak of my motives 
in writing the chapter there named. It may be asked, 
what can be my object in seeking to depreciate' an au- 
thor who stands so high in the pubhc estimation as he 
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of <' The D******* " ? Is it to gratify the pique, which 
a writer that has no popularity seems to feel as naturally, 
against him that has, as a girl that cannot meet with 
suitors does against her more fortunate sister, whose 
charms are in greater demand in the marriage market? 
Or, is it merely to gratify that appetite for ridicule, 
which Uttle recks what animal it murders as long as it 
can get the meat " it loves to feed on " ? Neither the 
one nor the other. For the first, thank God, T am too 
proud ; and for the second, as I do not exactly wear 
petticoats, I trust I have too nice a moral feeling. My 
attack is directed merely against the author's style, as 
likely to exercise, nay, as actually exercising, a most 
injurious influence on the literature of the day, — which 
is corrupt enough already*; — for tastes in literature 
follow one another as in most things else. Thus an 



* Perhaps the Reader would like to have the opinion of Dry- 
den — (for the impassioned writers flourished in his day as lux- 
uriant as they do in ours, as luxuriant as they will in the days 
of our great-grandchildren,^ taken from one of his pre- 
faces, which, tumid as they are, would furnish figures f6f 
twenty writers of this figurative age. " But," Ke says, " when 
I had taken up what I supposed a fallen star, I found I had 
been cozened with a jelly, nothing but a cold, dull mass which 
glittered no longer than it was shooting ; a dwarfish thought 
dressed up in gigantick words, repetition in abundance, loose- 
ijless of expression, and gross hyperboles ; the sense of one 
line expanded prodigiously into ten ; ^nd, to sum up all, uncor- 
rect English, and a hideous mingle of false poetry and true 
nonsense ; or, at best, a scantling wit which lay gasping for 

VoL.IL 34 



CCCXCVi POSTSCRIPT 

idle fellow gazes on the sky, fancying the speck he 
sees an eagle, and a multitude straightway turn their 
noses heavenward ; and there is a propensity of dc^s'^ 
which I will not mention. 

Why, it may be asked, have I chosen this author in 
particular for the subject of my satire ? The answer is 
easy ; — He is the most extolled of his class, and there- 
fore the more Ukely to have the injurious influence I 
speak of. Were he obscure, or already censured as he 
should be, I should hardly have touched him : I am not 
so odd a huntsman as to level at the vulgar herd when 
I can single out their antlered leaders *, nor so much a 
ci'ow as to prey on carcases. (The same remarks apply 
to the " Lines " on page 216 of the 1st vol.) 

What influence the writings of the author I have twice 
mentioned have already had upon the general taste, the 
Reader should himself be able to say, since he cannot 
take up a paragraph headed Accident^ or the descrip- 



life, and groaning beneath a heap of rubbish." Epist. Dedicat. 
of Spanish Fryar, 
Were the poet to rise from the dead, to give his opinion of 

the present state of literature, he could not do it with more 
exactness than he has done it in the above fine passage, appHed 
to the corruptions prevalent in the writings of his own time. I 
was strongly tempted to put the whole in Italics — such being 
the fashionable mode of attracting attention to what is particu- 
larly good. Thank Heaven ! we have the names of Scott, and 
the pure and elegant author of " The Sketch Book," and a few 
others, to redeem the literary character of this generation. 
* Ductoresque ipsos * , capita alta ferentis 
Cornibus arboreis — — ._.^-..» 
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tion of a buildiag, in an ordinary magazine or news- 
paper, without finding it inflated with the Nitrous Oxide 
of impassioned sentiment. Take, for example, the 
following sublime apostrophe to the steeple of the Cathe- 
dral at Antwerp, copied from the London Mirror : — 
" Model of splendour ! " from morn 'till dewy eve" how 
must thy elegant form be engraven on the hearts of the 
natives of the city thou overlookest ! " Whisper ! O 
delicate and fairy sound! An apostrophe to a church- 
steeple ! At this rate we shall shortly have the adver- 
tisements, not only of perfumers and barbers, but even 
of sober merchants rivalling any thing that China could 
produce; as thus : — 

Delicious offspring of mother Earth ! from star-lit night e*en 
" till the dappled mom arise," — in the streets where sound 
"the hum, the shock of men" — or mid the cushioned 
seats that fill the low parterre * in front of Thespis' fane, — 
how must thy twin kernels, wrapped in their ruddy sheets 
within the pod-like cradle, be cantered up and down the gastric 
regions of those that feast upon thee ! 

Landing this day, from brig Nux, 20 hogsheads pea-nuts, in 
prime order -^ and for sale by 

Nuce, Nucibus, & Co. 

I do not pretend to say, that in a city of infection I 
myself am walking free of all disease, because I am not 



* None but vulgar people say pit. Glorious will be the day, 
when all such indecencies shall be expunged from the language, 
and a man of taste shall be as much ashamed of talking of his 
eyes, his earsj his nose, instead of his yeux, his oreiUeSf his 
nezf as of saying whiskers instead of **fa9aris " / 



CCCXCVlii POSTSCRIPT 

spotted with the phguc. The author of " The D.,"^ 
with all his faults, (which, arise from his preference of 
present popularity to future fame,) b decidedly a man 
' of genius ; and as be has, withal, a tolerable wit and 
delicate sense of humour, (when he does not eject dog- 
grel and call the fipothy drivel verse,) I have been so mag- 
nanimous as to give him certain chances of returning 
my ridicule if be shall be so disposed, and, further, am 
willing to assist him by pointing out the passages which 
are broad enough for targets. 

** Cfledimus, inque vicem prsebemus crura 0agitti8.'' 

Though, to save trouble, he may take it as a general 
rule, that, where any parts are pronounced by the press 
to possess a deep, and thrilling, and feverish, and 
uncontrolable interest, those parts have undoubtedly 
been interpolated by the genius of impassioned writing 
in revenge for my contempt of her divinity. 

But I wander from the rightful object of my P. S. 
scribbUng, and must come to my third and last expla- 
nation, " nucibus reUctis." ' 

Lastly, then, — how comes it that, while my " Life" 
is published in America, I address its pages, throughout, 
text and comment, to my own countrymen, thereby 
displaying certain features which may not be altogether 
to the tastes of the worthy folk who are to have the 
first handling and dandUng, fault-finding and charm- 
commending, of my offspring ? Nothing can be easier 
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of answer. I had persuaded Edward to r^urn with 
me to England in the Spiing, and settle' there with ' 
his family. I was, therefor^jf under the in^pression 
that my memoirs would be launclied from the literary 

docks of Lfondon ; but my son's wife happening to 

• 

prove in a delicate situation, we agreed to defer our 
purposed return till we could carry with us an infant 
Anglo-American for the particular scientific inspection 
of Captain H***. To delay the publication, perhaps 
for months, would have been to let some portions of the 
work, that are of perishable nature, grow stale, — not 
to mention my chance of never seeing Jeremy come 
out at all ; for when a man is standing, like a chicken, 
on one leg, with the other in the grave, (as the said 
chicken holds his under his wing,) I should say he . 
maintains, notwithstanding the animal bipes implums 
definition of Plato, a tottering equilibrium altogether 
uncongenial to humanity, and is Ukdy to grow sleepy 
and sUp in altogether. Therefore, 

My humble book claims notice in America, and tnuat 
find its way to England as it can. Though it is highly 
probable that the Literary Gazette, the New-Monthly, 
and sundry other magazines, as well as writets, to whom 
I have paid due respect, may, acting from the rule esta- 
blished among sovereign powers, of reciprocity in ho- 
nours, transmit a delegation to carry Jeremy across the 
Atlantic ; in which case I promise to give him a suitable 
outfit and " hang a calf-skin on his recreant Umbs," — 
not so much from the respect which is due to him^ ia 
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as much as his native dignity '^ needs not the aid of 
foreign ornament," but in order to pay the above-men- 
tioned powers that highest compUment — that com- 
pUment which the knights of old were wont to render 
the sovereigns of their affections — that of wearing 
their colours. 

The explanations are all over. How goes the time ? 
Past midnight ; and all but us at re3t, pv ought to be. 
I could chat with you for ever, gentle friends ; 

** But lest you think I am uncivil, 

" To plague you with this draunting drivel, 

<< Abjuring a' intentions evil, 

**I quat my pen: 
*' The Lord preserve us frae the devil I 

«Amen! Amenf' 
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ERRATA. 



Vol. I.^ p. 57, L. 10, for h$gin read end : P. 63, L. 5, for unu r. is ; and L. $, 
for had r. kaa : P. 86, L. 6, for saddled r. straddled : P. 73, L. 9, insert so after 
being : P. 78, L. 19, for s. c. r. se. (a contrac. for seilieet :) P. 87, L. 5, for eld 
teine into new bottles r. new wine into old bottles : P. 93. L. 1, erase blackened : 
P. 96, L. 9, f. brightly r. dri^At ; P. 168, L. 5, f. wAence r. how : P. 184, L. 6, f. 
lifeless t. prostrate : P. 333, last line, insert lest before his : dec— With others 
of less importance, as, P. 60, L. 17, Italicise /oranun oeeipitale : P. 88, L. 3 fr. 
bottom, for Edisit. r. Edisti : P. 91, L. 6, for noses r. nose : P. 141, L. 14, f. see- 
quiped — alia r. aesquipedalia : P. 219, L. S3, f. tmitologf r. tautology : P. 260, 
L. 18, 24, for in r. into : P. 355, L. 28, f. abominably r. aboikinable : P. 380, L. 2 
fr. bottom, f. even tide r. eventide : &c., &c., &c. 

Vol. II.— P. 11, last line, erase the second had: P. 68, L. 5, f. it had been r. 
the wine were : P. 101, L. 7, tr. bott, for mentioned r. mmition : P. 115, L. 8 fr. 
bot. before make r. could : P. 125, L. 8 fr. hot. erase so : P. l60, L. 10, for was r. 
would be ; and L. 32, f affiicted r. affecUd : P. 196, L. 6, f. might r. may ; and L. 
7, f. *«<{ r: has : P. 208, L. 23, f. whole r. eoje : P. 232, L. 8, for sigh r. lisp: T. 
238,era8e the Note, (it having been left in by mistake for another on same subject) . 
P. S06, L. 27, erase skeU : P. 310, L. 6,between Jlndronieus and say insert used to : 
P. 316, L. 4 of note, f. power r. rank: &c.— With those which scarce need 
noting, as, P. 33, L. 3, for affected r. effected : P. 130, L. 2, for into r. in : ice— 
P. 163, L. 13, f. tArew r. tArow ; P. 174, last line, f my r. their : &c.— P. 219, L. 
12, f. into r. in : dtc— P. 320, in not^ L. 7, for differed r. differ; and L. 8, f, 
presented t. presents : P. 344, L. 12, Italicise tight; and L. 15, for lope r. slope : 
P. 371, L. 14, 24, for in read into : P. 373, L. 15, for panneZe r. panels : P. 382, L. 
27, erase first u in J9oicrdea«x.-*-> Otm muUis aiiis — Vae mihil 
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